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PROLOGUE. 


1 N this bleft land, thre every varying age, 
Public and private life have had their rage. f 
In good King Arthur's days, with cumb rous ſhield, 
The Iron champions franc d upon the field, | Yee 
Relentleſs beauty bade the knights advance, 
And bear the rage romantic on their lance. 
From length of time this fury found it's death, 
And wiſer faſhions mar A Elizabeth. 
| Her modeſt dames were form'd of mildeſt 75 
But check'd preſumption by a monſtrous ruff, _ 

| Their ea rage all delicacy ſhocks 
Farly they pick'd the pinions of an 1 | 
Then rode in 2 bebind the ſcepter d fair, 
On horſe-bac full as well as my Lord Mayor. 
Theſe modes how? er are alter d, a of late, | | 
Beef, but not modefly is out of date, 4 


For now inſtead of rich firloins, aue ſee, , 
Green calipaſb, and yellow callipee, | | 17 
Now ladies Mine from Phaetons afar, ' 


Aid very 2 perhaps may learn to ſpar, | | 
At leiſure bours they work ſettees, and chairs, | 
Or waſte their youth on puddings, or on prayers, 
Each modeſt dame may quit her cara ſtoſa, 
To tale a hug with Humphries or Mendoza. 
A thus the manners differ, writers try, 
To trace the whimſical variety, 
With obſervation juft, and mirror true, 
Preſent each reigning folly ts the view. | 
Yet, hold, our auttir's ſcene all rage outgoes, 
- * excentric — he 3 ; 5 

0 doughty Quixoite, and no modern fighter, 
4A . hero, play inditer, 28 


„ 


One who to gain applauſe, like wits in vogue, 
Torments with Prologue, or with Epilogue. 
At every bouſe with incident he meets 
And thinks 72 proceſſions-=-in the fireets, 
In common life will unities _ | 

Looks up to politicks for age e 
And fo miſled, that if his wi 22 die, 
« She's made a charming exit,” he would cry. 
But let me not our Comedy ve 
Or court 1 judgment till the curtain fall, 
Mean while we'll firive your patience to beguile 
And win y A lovelieft lips the bright'ning . 
Such as it is wve give it to your view, 
Aid truft our cauſe to * and to you, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Vapid, 


Lord Scratch, Mr. OC REILLV. 

. Ennui, Mr. BROWN. 
Willoughby, Mr. SwIN DAT. 
Peter Mr. SIMSON. 
Florivelle, Mr. HAMERToON. 
Neville, Mr. PALMER. 
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8 cl E N E—4 (Grove—Laty 1 auler. Houſe: 
| Enter Maia and Lx TTY from the Arſe, 
Mert 1e. 


Buri 1 tell you FEE come out—1 err to 

Bath to be confin'd, nor I won —1 hate all. their 
company but ſweet Miſs Courtney's. | 

Letiy. Why I declare, Miſs larianne, you grow 


worſe and worſe. every day, our country manners 
will be the ruin of — _ "7 


Mar. Don't talk about that Leuy, it was a ſhame 
to bring me up in the country ! If I had 2 | 

rly taken care of I might . done great thi 
fs mĩght have married the Poet I danc'd with at 
ball, but it's all over now—I hall never get a huſ- 
band, and what's worſe my aunt did it on purpoſe! 
She ruin'd me, Letty, that nobody .elfe ught. = 

En How you talk ! I hope "Miſs hasn't 
1 all tbis. . 

No, e's a dear creature ! ſhe = t 

n. r things, but nothing improper, I'm 5 

FAA B 9 3 


(-8 ) 


Letty. Pray has ſhe taught you why ſhe never 

plays any tune but the one . Head juſt now 7 

| ar. Yes, and if you'll keep it a ſecret III tell 
ou, Letty ; Mr. Harry Neville taught it her laſt 
ummer, and now ſhe is, always. playing it becauſe it 
puts her in mind of the dear man, when it is ended 

don't you obſerve how ſhe fighs from the bottom of 

her dear li = heart. { 14 \ ; ; 4. 
. Letty. Why I thought thi -quarrelPd? 

Mas. So they 5 ſhe 2 re him, and I be- 
lieve my aunt Lady Waitſort has been the occaſion of 
It : Poor Mr. Neville ! I wiſh I could affiſt him ! for 
indeed Letty, I always pity any body that bas been 

 croſs'd in love it may be one's own-caſe one day or 
ether, you know. | 
Letty, True, and for the ſame reaſon, I ſuppoſe 
you rejoice-whet! it is ſucceſsſul? Lam ſure now the 
intended marriage of Lady Waitfort and Lord Scratch 
gives yowpleaſure ?. 4. 223 

Mar. What, the country gentleman who has lately 
come to the title ? no if you'll-believe me I don't like 
-bim at all, he's a ſour old ſellow, is always abuſing 
our ſex, and thinks there is only one good-woman un- 
der Heaven, now I'm fure that's a -miſtake ; for I. 
know I'm a good woman, and I think, Letty, you are 
another) 3 605 | 

Letiy. Ves, I hope ſo, tho' T:confeſs I think your 
-aunt a better than either of us. N 

Mar. More ſhame for you, ſhe is a woman of ſen- 
timent, and hums you over with her ſentiments and 
Novuriſhes about purity and feelings ! faith ſhe ought. 
to be aſhamed of herſelf! no other woman would 
talk in that manner. - | ed. hr wht 
lei. "You miſtake her, the is a woman of virtue, - 
2 can't help feeling for the viees and misfortunes of 
others. enn 2, B 
Mar. Tben why can't: ſhe do as I have done, Letty? 
keep her feelings to herfelf—If I had given way to 
them half as much as ſhe has Oh Lord ! 1 don't 
Know what might have been the conſequences? 
Le. For ame ! you nover hear Lady Waitfort. 

ke 1 | Mar 1 


<9. 
Mar. No, how ſhou'd ſhe, when ſhe ſpeaks of 
nobody but herfelf. n ene e 
Leto. Well your opinion is of little weight M 
Lord ſees her merit, and is come to Bath on purpoſe 
0 marry her He thinks her a prodigy of goodneß. 
Mar. Then pray let him have her; exery fosl 
knows ; fo to be ſure does he Letty, that à prodigy 
&f goudneſs is a very rare thing—but when he finds 
ber out #: faith- it will be a rare joke when he finds 
heren. Wen 
Lai. Shameſul, Miſs Marianne ! pray do ſpeak a 
Uttle iatelligibly, and remember your aunt's favourite 
gblervation; Pw ant ch : | 
Mar. What is it, I have ſorgot? £3 9451 
Letty; That good ſentiments are always plain. 
Mar. Nes, ſo are good women—bid her remem- 
ber that, Letty. | e 
- - betty. - Hull. ſay no more, here ſhe comes, and 
Mr. Willoughby with her. ſr: 49 VOY 
Man. Ay, chat man 35 always with. her of late, 
but come Letty, let's oft out of her way, lets take 4 
he, | 


walk and look at the | 
Le'ty. The beaux! ab, I fee you long to become a 
woman of faſhion, _ | \-  [Exeunt, 


Enter Livy WarrpoaT, WilLouGuBY and Sz ke 
VANT, Je i! 
Lach F. When my Lord returns, tell him Tm | 
gone to Lady Walton's, ang ſhall be back imme- | 
diately. | [Exit Serv. 
Will. Then your Ladyſhip is certain Harry Ne- 
ville is return d? | 
Lady W. Yes, the ungrateful man arrived laſt 
night, and as I yet mean to confult his happineſs, I 
have written to him to come to me this evening, but 1 
will ever oppoſe his union with my Lord's ward, Louiſa 
Courtney, becauſe I think it will be the ruin of them 
both; and you know Willoughby one cannot forget 
5 their feelings on theſe occaſions. | "EET 
N Mill. Certainly but Eanyi the time-killer whoſe 
only being in life is to murder the hours is alſo juſt ar- 
rived, and my Lord is wore on his marrying Louila 
| | 1 It» 


( 10 ) 


inſtantly, only becauſe he'll make a quiet member for 
his borough in the weſt, (ON | 
Lady V. True, but for various reaſons, I am de- 
termined ſhe ſhall be yours, yet it muſt be done art- 
fully—my circumſtances are derang'd and an alliance 
with my Lord is my only hope of relief, ſuch are the 
fruits of virtue Willoughby ! | : 
Will. Well, but her fortune is entirely dependant 
on my Lord's conſent, and how is that to be obtained? 
You know I'm no favourite and Flotiville is a great one. 
Lady W. Tknow it—and therefore we mult incenſe 
him againſt Florrville—let me ſee, cant we contrive 
ſome mode—ſome little ingenious ſtary—he is a fin- 
gular charaQer you know, and has violent prejudices. 
Will: True, and of all his prejudices, none are 
ſo violent or ſo entertaining as that againſt authors and 
actors. | 114. my 
Lady V. Yes, the ſtage is his averſion, and ſome 
way or other! have it—it's an odd thought, but 
may do much, ſuppoſe we tell him Floriville has writ- 
ten a lay? 6 The 1 1 
Wilt. The luckieſt thought in the world, it will 
make him hate him directixy＋4f | ö 
Lady V. Well, leave it to me—PII explain the 
matter to him myſelf, and my life on't it proves ſuc- 
ceſsful ; you ſee'Willoughby my only ſyſtem 1s to pro- 


= 


mote happineſs. 3 
Will It is indeed Lady Waitfort—byt if this fails 
may I ſtill hope for your intereſt with Miſs Courtney? 
Lady V. Yes, I'm 4'termin'd ſhe ſhall be your's 
and neither Neville's nor Ennui's—but come it's late, 
and here he is, we'll get rid of him. 


3 Enter Exxul. 
wu 


Lady W. Mr. Ennui, your ſervant, we were go- 

ing to the parade - have you ſeen your couſin Neville? 

Enn. I've an idea—PTve juſt le, him. 

"Lady W. I ſuppoſe we ſhall ſee you, at Lady Wal- 
ton's in the evening— till when adieu. 

„ [Exeunt. 

Enn. I've an idea, 1 don't like this lady Waitfort, 

| The wiſhes to trick me out of my match with Mils 

Courtney, and if I could trick her in en 


joy of your title, tho' not of your dr 


| { ar } 
n his avatch) how goes the enemy Only one o'clock 


thought it had been that an hour ago—heighg | 


-—here's my patron Lord Scratoh. 


Enter Loxp SCRATCH. 


Lord S. What wonderful virtue in the art of bear» 
ing, way Idieif a liſtener is to be found any where 
Zounds ! am not I a;peer, and dont I talk by preroga» 
tive? And if I mayn't talk ten times as much as ang» 
ther perſon what's the uſe of my peerage ? 
Enn. Tue an idea =I don't comprehend you. 

Lord S. That fellow Neville, wouldn't hear 3 
word J had to ſay! abandoned young dag he's come 
to Bath to invent tales againſt that divinit wy 
Waitfort again I ſuppoſe. But my ward Louiſa ſha 
be put out of his power ſor ever. She ſhall marry 
you to-morrow. 7 | | 

Enn. In ſact 1 always forget to 2 Lordſhip 

8 


* 
* p 


Lord S. Not of my drefst ay, ay—there's the dif- 


ſerence you poor devils in humble life are obliged to 


dreſs well to look like gentlemen - we peers may drefs 
as we pleaſe (looking at his watch) bat I ſhall loſe mp 
, : 1 


appointment—paſt two o'clock. 


'Emn. | Paſt two o'clock t delightful ? i 16h 
Lord S. Delightful f what at your old tricks? 7 
Enn. I've an 1dea—it had been only one. 
Lord S. And you're delighted becauſe it is ani: 
hour later. 3: "18 an ang 115 35) 

Ens. To be ſure I am my dear friend to be fure 
I am—the enemy has loſt a limb! ' et 

Lord S. So you are happier! becauſe: you're an hour 
_— the other world! Tel me no do you with to 

1e 5 , 19 enen 

Enn. No, but I wiſh ſomebody would 1 2 
new mode of killing time—in fact, I think I've found 
one—private ating, 1 Ik 

Lord S. Acting I never talk to me about the ſtage 
l deteſt the theatre and every thing that belongs to 
Rand if ever—but no matter I muſt to Lady Wait- 
bort and prevail oa her ta marry me, .at the ſame time 

10 C 


* 


you marry my ward—but remember our agreement— 


bring you into parliament: - 


and not a ſpeaker. 


1 


_ are to ſettle your eſtate on Louiſa and I am to 


Enn. In ſact I comprehend—I am to be a hearer 


Tord S. Speaker? if you open your mouth the 


Chiltern Hundreds will be your portion look ye you 


are to be led gently to the right ſide to ſleep during 
the debate —give a nod for your vote, and in every 
reſpe& move like a mandarine at my command —in 
Mort you are to be a mandarine member, ſo ſarewell. 

Enn. Tue an idea, here's Neville! In fact he knows 
nothing of my marrying Louiſa—nor ſhall be-till after 
the happy day. Strange news Neville! 


Enter Nevilte. 


| Nev. Tve heard it all, Louiſa's going to be married: 
and iny Lord perſiſts in his fatal attachment to Lady 


Waitfort. 


Enn. In fact! why fatal! Y 
New. . Becauſe it is the ſource of every miſchieſ— 
while ſhe maintains her power over bim, I have no 
hope of love or ſortune when my father died he left 


bis eſtate to my brother relying on my Lord providing 
for me, and now he deſerts me and all owing to the 


artifices of an inſidious woman. C 1 
Enn. 'Vvean idea, I comprehend her motive; Ske 


Joves vou! 


New. Ves, tis too plain, and becauſe I would not 
bften to her advances, ſhe has ruined me in my uncle's 
opinion, and degraded me in Louiſa's; but I will fee 
Miſs Courtney myfelf, I will hear my doom from her 


n mouth, and if ſhe avoids me PIl leave her and this 


country for ever. 1 
Enter PR TEX with a letter. 


Peien. A letter Sir. e 8 
New. Without a direction] What can it mean? 
Peter. Sir, tis from Lady Waitfort, the ſervant 

who brought it ſaid her Ladyſhip had reaſons for not 
Wo. Ps. © directing 


- 


1130 
&ireQing it, which ſhe would explain to you when ſhe 


\ {aw you. 
. Nev. Oh the old ſtratagem, as it is not directed ſhe 
*; {wear it was deſigned for another perſon; (reads) 
| . fr, I have heard of your-arrival at Bath, and 
«« ſtrange as my conduct may appear, I think it a dut 
„I owe the virtuous part of mankind to promote their 
« happineſs as much as I can, I have long beheld your 
„ merit and long wiſh'd to encourage it, 1ſhallbe. at 
0 home at ſix this evening— Your” $ 
* WAITFORT.” 

Enn, In fac a very ſentimental aſſignation, chat 
wou'd as well do for any other man. 

Nev, If I ſhew- it to my Lord, Lknow' his bigotry 
is ſuch that he wou'd (as uſual) only ſuppoſe it a 
trick of my own, the more cauſe there is to W 

the more he approves. 
Enn. I've an idea he's incomprebenſible—in fag 
«who have we got here? 
Me. As I live, Vapid the dramatic author, he is 
- «come to Bath to pick: up A 1 ſuppoſe. f 
Enn. In ſact - pick up! 
Mew. Yes, he has the ardor ſcribendi upon him 0 | 
#trong, that he wod'd rather you'd aſk him to write an 
ilogue to a new play than offer him your whole ef- > 
tate. The theatre is his world, in which are included 
all his hopes and wiſhes, in ſhort he LEY W 
- Maniac. 

Enn. Has he not a ſhare of vanity” in his compo- 
tion? g 

New. Oh, yes, he fancies himſelf a great ſavou- 
nite with the women. 

Enn. Then I've an idea, Pre ve got a thought by 
-which-you may im whe fe ourlelf on; Lady Waitfort-— 
In ſadt—give him the der hell. certainly nN 
tis meant for himſelf. t9 1 

New. My dear Grand. 4a thouſand thanks well 


-atter his vanity b perſuadin him ſhe's young and 
Seautiful, and 0 


ile on d it "weaders—bur buſh 
Kere he comes, | . n Loy > 
9 4 "> 
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Nap, Vapid, I rejoice to ſee you ! tis a long time 
'fince we met, give me leave to introduce you to a par- 
ticular friend of mine—Mr. Ennui—Mr. Vapid ! 
Enn. Ine an idea, you do me honour. Mr. Vapid 
I ſhall be proud to be better acquainted with you—ia 


lact, any thing new in the literary world ? 


Fag. Some whiſpers about a new pantonüme Sir, 
nothing elſe. : 3% | 

New. And I'm afraid in the preſent ſcarcity of 
good writers, we have little elſe to expeQ—pray Va. 
pid how is the preſent dearth of genius to be accounted 
| rticularly dramatic genius? 
. Pap. Why as to dramatic —_ Sir, the fact is 
this, to give a true __ of life a man fhould enter 
into all its ſcenes ; ſhould follow nature Sir, but mo- 
dern authors plunder from one another, the mere 
Made of ſhadows ; wow Sir, for my part I dive into 
the world, I ſearch deep into the heart of man, 'tis 
true I'm call'd a rake, but upon my ſoul, I only game, 
drink and intrigue, that I may be better able to dra- 
matize each 1 * yon iſ hin wh 
Nev. A good excuſe far-.profligacy—but tell me 
Vapid, eee got any new character inc you 


came to Bath? 2 
ap. Faith —only -two—ant thoſe not very nem 


either. | 
ap. If neither of you write! 5 


New. We certainly do not. D. . 

Yap. Then IH. tellyon — the firſt is a charitable di- 
-yine, -who in the weighty conſideratioq how be ſhall 
{Javiſh his generoſity, never beſtows it at a)}l—and the 
other is à cautious :apethecary who in n 
-which of two medicines is beſt for his patient, Jets hi 
die ſor want of affiftance—you ynderſtand me, I think 
the laſt will do ſomething, Eb? ES BAR 
+ . Fan. Te an idea—the apothecary would out à· 
figure in a comedy. (652420 14 
Vapid.. A Comedy ! pſha! I mean hin ſor a tra- 


. 


£ ; Ens 


82 
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Q's. 
En. In fact I don't comprehend, nor poſſibly the 


town. | 

Vap. Now that's the very thing—hark'ye Ive 
ſound out a ſecret —what every body underſtands, no- 
body approves, and people always applaud moſt where 
they leaſt comprehend—there 1s a refinement Sir, in 
appearing to underſtand things incomprehenfible—elſe 
whence ariſes the pleaſure at an Opera, a private 
Play, or a Speech in Parliament? Why 'tis the myſte- 
Ty in all theſe things—'tis the deſire to find out what 
nobody elſe can— to be thought wiſer than others 
therefore you take me, the Apothecary is the hero of 
my N , 1 | 

New. Faith there is ſome reaſon in all this, and 
I'm amaz'd we have ſo many writers for the Stage. 

Vap. So am I—and I think I'Il write no mare for 
an ungrateful. public—you don't know any body that 
has a Play coming out do you? Los 

New. No, why do you alk ? | 

Vap. He'll want an Epilogue you know that's all. 

Nev. You won't write one, will you ? 

Vap. I] oh lord! no, I won't write one; but ge- 
nius you know ought to be encouraged, and as he's a 
friend of your's—what's the name of the play? | 
New. 1228 don't know any body has written 
one. | up 

Vap. Yes, yes, you do you queer dog. 

Nev. Upon * Vd not—a . of mine 
indeed wrote one for his own amuſement, but I don't 
think he could ever be prevail'd on to produce it on 
the ſtage. | Song rye 

Vap. He prevail'd on I— The Manager you mean 
coud'nt be prevail'd on but what do you think of it ? 

New. I never read it, but I'm told it is a good 
.play—and if perform'd Vapid, he will be At. of 
your aſſiſtance. ard hnick e cog 

Vap. I ſpeak in time, becauſe it is material—many 
a dull play has been ſaved by a good Epilogue.” . 
| Nev. True, but I had almoſt forgot—why Vapid, 
the lady in the grove will enlarge your knowledge 

DTT HT eas 
Enn. Tue an idea—ſhe's the pattern of E 


* 
„ — 8 - 3 . 
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r. The paragon of beauty! Ah Vapid! I wou'd 


give worlds for the coldeſt expreſſion in this letter. 

Va. That letter What do you mean by that 

letter ? | 7 5 
Nev. And you really pretend not to know the 


young lady Waitfort ! 


Yap, No, —I havn't ſpoke to a woman fince I came 


to Bath, except a ſweet girl I danced with at the Ball; 


and who ſhe is by the Lord I don't know.  _ + 
New, Well but Vapid—young lady Waitſort, ſhe 


loves you to diſtraction! 


Vap. As I hope for fame I never heard her name 
1 
New, Then ſhe has heard your's, and admires 
your genius—however read the letter and be ſatisfied 
the loves you. EF F 
Vas. ( Reads) © Your arrival at Bath Duty I owe 
the virtuous part of mankind long beheld your merit 


long wiſhed to-reward—at home-at fix this evening 


 your's—A Waitfort--groye”--Yes, yes, tis plain enough 
Tow—fhe admires my talents—it isn't the firſt time 
Neville, this has happen'd—Sweet fond creature !— 
ig and prepare myſelf directly. 

0 


„ Ay, do Vapid,—She'll be all on fire to ſee 


_.. * | 5 r 
/ Yap. All on fire! I ſuppoſe ſo, ſo ſhall I, and 
then there will be a general blow up write a play 
Neville, write a play you dog you ſee the effect of 
the muſes and nes when they unite—yay, ſee Ne- 
ville, you -ſee—but hold, hold! how the devil came 
you 'by this letter? | ; WA 
| New. That's true enough. (Afde.) IIIl tell you, 
T was at her patty laſt night, and on coming out of 
the room the ſlipt it into my hand deſired me to direct 
it and give it you—ſhe, has often ſpoke to me in your 


favour, and I did you all the good I could however 


to be ſure-it's no miſtake, aſk the ſervant who admits 
you, if the name at the bottom, is not her own hand 
Writing. | ? T3 
_ Pap. Oh no! it's no miſtake, there's no doubt of 
the matter—write a play Neville, write a play, then 
wil learn like me to excite the paſſions hut I muſt 
g9 to her directly ſo adieu, K CI 
n. 
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W 
Enn. Tye an idea if we've common fortune this 
will do every thing. 

New, No, lady Waitfort's arts are numberleſs— 
ſhe is ſo perfect a hypocrite, that I even doubt her 
conſeſſing her real ſentiments, to her migion Willough- 
by; and when ſhe does à bad action, ſhe ever pre- 
tends 'tis from a good motive. (Re-enter Vapid.) 
a Vas. 1 forgot you Il recolle& the Epilogue 
evil e T4) 8 1 71. N 9 6 | 33s 

New. Yes, yes, I'll write to my couſin to-day. 

Vap. But not a word of the love affair to him 
any where elſe indeed it might do one a ſervice—but 
never tell an intrigue to a dramatic Author. 

Enn. In fact - why not Sir ? 


Vap. Becauſe it may farnith out a ſcene for a Co- 
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medy, Ido it myſelf indeed, I think the beſt 
of our intrigue is the hopes of incident or ſtage e 
however I can't ſtay. | 

Ney, Nay, well walk with you—Pm in purſuit of 
my brother—yon of your miſtreſs. | 7 

Jap. Ay Neville, there it i. now do take my 
vice and write a-play—if any accidenes happen, re- 
member it is better to have written a damn'd-play than 
no play at all—it fnatches a man from obſcurity, and 
being particular (as this world goes) is a very great 


thin . | 
"Nov. But I confeſs I have no defire to get inte 

"y rint. , ( 

N Vap. Get into print! pſhia—that has nothing to 


do with it every body gets into ꝓrint now—kings and 


quacks—peers and poets— bi hops and boxers—taylors 
and trading juſtices—one can't go lower yon know— 


all get into print !—but we ſoar alittle higher—we . 


have privileges peculiar to ourſelyes —Now Sir, I— 
for my part can talk as I plea ſe— ſay what I win, it is 
ſure to exeite-mirth, for ſuppoling 8 don't laugh at 
my wit, damme I laugh myſelf Neville, and that 
makes every body elſe do the ſameſo allons! 

Enn. Tve an idea—no bad mede of routing the 
enemy. 5 [Exeunt, 


ACT 


ad- 
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 "SCENE—A Chamber in Lady Waitfort's Houſe - 
ern 
| Servant. | 


| 8 IR, my lady will wait on you immediately. 
Lap. Hark'ye Sir, is this young lady of yours hand- 
r OE ELCE e | 
Serv, Sir! , „ MES 
' Tap. Is your young lady Sir very handſome? 
Serv. Yes vir, my young miſtreſs is thought a per- 
Z 0 e 
: Yap. Oh charming !—what age do you reckon _  // 
Serv, About twenty Sir. 1 7H | 
Vap. That's the right intereſting age !—and' fond 
of the Drama 1 ſuppole ? G 7 + | 
„ 5 
ap. Very fond of plays I preſume! _ 
Serv, Yes Sir, very fond of plays or any thing re- 
lating to them. , Jar; 308 J 
* Vap. Delightful !—now am I the happieſt dog 
alive ! Yes, yes, Vapid, let the town damn your plays, 
the women will never deſert you. (Seats himſelf on a 
— You needn't ſtay Sir. (Exit Serv.) That's a 
good fign that fellow is nt uſed to this kind of buſineſs 
- —ſo muck the better—praQice is the deſtruction of 
loye—yes, now I ſhall indulge a beautiful woman,— 
gratify myſelf, and perhaps get the laſt ſcene for my 
unfiniſhed Comedy—]ucky dog! | 75 


In Emer 


(uw) 


Enter Labor Warrronr: 


Lady W. Sir your _ obedient. 
2 ap. Ma'm Going 
4 W. Pray keep . ſeat dir I beg I mayn't 
ur 

Vap. 57 no means Ma? am—give me leave (hands a 
* they both fit) who the devil have we got here. 

aſide 

4 . Tm told Sir, you have buſineſs for lady 
Wat ort. 

Vap. Yes Ma'am, but I could wait whole hours 
for ſo beautiful a woman |! 
Lady V. Oh Sir! 

Vap. Yes Ma'am, I am no ſtranger to her charms! 
ſweet young creature ! 
| Lads W. Nay! dear Sir not ſo wery young. 
| Vp. Vour pardon Ma'am, and her youth enhances 
her other merits—but oh! ſhe has one .charm that 
' ſurpaſſes all! 

Lady W. Has ſhe Sir, pray what may itbe 7 

Pap. Her paſſion for the ſtage Ma'am 1 

Lady W. Sir! 
 Vap. Yes, her paſſion for the ſtage that in my 
mind, makes her the firſt of her ſex. 

Lady V. Lord Sir! ſhe has no paſſion for the inge. 

Vap. Yes, yes the has ! 

Lady W. But I proteſt ſhe has not. 
Paß. But I declare and affirm it as a fact, ſhe has 
a flrong paſſion for the ſtage, and a violent attachment 
ſor every body bel onging to it. 

Lady V. Sir, I don't underſtand you—explain. 

Vap. Hark'ye we are alone—promiſe.it ſhall go 
no 8 and Il Tet you into a ſecret—l knew. 

Lady W. Well Sir—what do you know? 
Via. I know a certain dramatic author with whom 
The 1 had a letter from her this morning. 
Lacy . What! 

Vap. Yes, an aſſi nation — don t be alarm d— che 
man may be depended on—it is ſaſe - very ſafe long 
in the habit of intrigue — a good perſon too —a very 


good perſon, 
a C Lady W 


% 
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Lach W. Amazement! _ | 
Vap. (Whiſpering her) Hark ye, he means to make 
her happy in leſs than half an hour. 
Lady W. (Riſing) Sir, do you know who you are 
talking to i do you know who I am? "WY 
Yap. No—how the devil ſhould T ! 
Lady W. Then know, I am lady Waitfort ! 
Pap. Tou lady Waitfort ? „ 
Lady W. Les Sir, and the only lady Waitſort. 
Pap. Mercy on me I—here's incident ! 
1 0p 46 'Yes, _ convinc'd, you were ſent 
Here at.traytor Neville—Speak, is he not your 
Hey N . e not y 
Vap. Yes, Ma'am, I know Mr. Neville — here's 
equivoque! | ; 
Lay V. This is ſome trick, ſome ſtratagem of 
his—he gave you the letter to perplex and embarraſs. 
me. | 3 | 1 
Va. Gave the letter! Gad that's great pray 
Ma'am, give me leave to afk you one Aae Ban- did 
you write to Mr. Neville? 
Lach W. Les, Sir, to confeſs the truth I did but 
from motives. x 3 
Yap. Stop, my dear Ma'am ſto ave it—now 
Tet me be e you ſend ien it not 
fo ? Les, then he gives it to me very well: then 
I come (ſuppoſing you only twenty). mighty well! then 
you turn out to be ninety- charming ! then comes the 
embarraſſment; then the ecclaircifſement! Oh glori- 
'ous ! give me your hand you have atoned for every 
thing ! (embraces her with rapture.) | A. a 
Lady V. Oh! I oweall this to that villain Ne- 
ville l am not revengeful, but *tis a weakneſs to en- 
dure ſuch repeated provocation, and I'm convinced 
that the mind, that too frequently forgives bad actions, 
| will at Jaſt forget good ones. | 
Va. Bravo! bravo! it is the very beſt ſentiment 
I ever heard —PIl take it down and blend it with the 
incident, aud you ſhall be gratiſied one day or other 
with ſeeing the whole on the ſtage—(takes out his com- 
mon- place book and writes) © The mind that too frequent- 
ty forgives bad actions, will at laſt forget good ones.“ 
| 5 „ ee, 


— 
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| Lady W. This madman's folly, is not to be bory— 
If my Lord too ſhow'd diſcover him here, the conſe- 
quences might be dreadſul, and the ſcheme of Ennui's 


y all undone—Sir, I deſire you'll quit my houſe 


1mmediately—Oh ! T' be reveng'd Pm determin d. 


| (Exit.) 


Vapid. There's an exit—very well ! I've got in- 


cident however—faith I've noble taJents—to extradt 


gold from1ead has been the toil of numberleſs philo- 
ſophers : but J extract it from a baſer metal, human 
frailty Oh its a great thing to be a dramatic genius! 
a very great thing indeed? (45. he is going off Lord 
Stratch enters.) | a4 
 Vape Sir; your moſt obedient 1 | 

Lord S. Sir, your moſt devoted! 8 

Yap: Very warm Tragedy weather Sir—but for 


= part I hate ſummer, and VII tell you why---the 
T 


eatres are then fhut,up Sir, and when I paſs by 
their doors in an evening it makes me melancholy -I 
look upon them as the tombs of departed friends that 


were wont to inſtru and delight me I don't know 


bow you feel perhaps you afe not in my way. 
Lord S. Sir! 


Vap. Perhaps you dom t write for the ſtage---If you 


do there is a capital character in this houſe for a 
Farce | 2 n 
Lord S. Why what is all this? Who are you? 


Vap.. Whom am I !—here's a queſtion? In theſe 


times who can tell who he is? for ought I know, I 
may be great uncle to yourſelf, or firſt couſin to lady 
'Waitfort—to the very woman I was about to---but 
no matter, ſince you're ſo very inquiſitive, do you 
know who you are? : | e eee 
Lord S. Who am I---why. Pm Lord Scratch! _ 
Vap. A Peer! contemptible! when I aſk a man 
who he is, do you think I want to know what are his 
titles and ſuch ſtuff—no, Old Scratch, I want to know 
what he has written, when he had the curtain up, and 
whether he's a true ſon of the Drama—hark'ye don't 


make yourſelf uneaſy on my accaunt--in my next Pan- 


Zomime perhaps Ell let you know who I am Old Scratch! 
| f Loru F. 
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TordS. Aſtoniſhing ! can this be lady Waitfort's 
*Houſe ?—** Very warm tragedy weather Sir, in m 
next pantomime let you know who I am — gad Tf _. 
o and inveſtigate the matter immediately, and if ſhe 
as wrong'd me, by the blood of the Scratches, I'M 
bring the whole buſineſs before Parliament, make a 
ſpeech ten hours long, reduce the price of opium. and 
Jet the nation in a tumult, | _TExit, 


S CE N:E—Library at LaiyWaitfort's. 
5 Enter Varrp, 


Vapid. Either this houſe is a labyrinth, or I in re- 
'feQting on my incident have forgot myſelf ; for ſo it 
is, I can't find my way out—Eh ! who have We here? 
by the fixtiech night my little partner! | 


Enter Maktanae, 


Mar. The poet I danced with. !—he little thinks 
how much Pve thought of him ſince ? Sir! (curtſey» 
ing 5 

8 . Ma'am (bowing.). . + „ 
Mar. I hope: Sir, you caught no cold the other 
night. | | : 

77 No, Ma'am, I was much nearer a fever than 
a cold - pray Ma'am what is your ſtudy ? | | 

Mar. I have been reading Al for Leue - pray 
Sir do you know. any thing about plays? 3 

Vap. Know any thing about plays ! there's a queſ- 
Va © - - | 

Mar. I know ſo much about them that I once ated 
at a private Theatre. | | | | 

Yap. Then you acted for your own amuſement and 
nobody's elſe : what was the play ? 

Mar. 1 can't tell. 

 Vap... Can't tell! : 3 

Mar. No— nobody knew it's a way they have. 

Vap. Then they act no play of mine ſo, then 
with all this partiality for the ſtage---perhaps yau 

wou'd be content with a dramatiſt for life? particu- 
larly if bis morals were fine. 


Mar. 
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Mar. Lord l I don't care about fine morals, I'de ra- 
ther my huſband had fine teeth---and Tm told mo 


women of faſhion are of the ſame gpiniow. - 
, Vapid. To be ſure they are hut cou'd you really 12 


conſent to run away with a poet ? 


Mar. Faith with all my heart they never have 


any money you know, and as I have none, our diſtreſs 
wou'd be compleat, and if we had any luck pur ad- 
ventures wou'd become public, and then we ſhou'd 
get into a Novel at laſt. | 

' Yap. Into a priſon more probably—if ſhe goes on 


in this way, I muſt dramatize her firſt, and run away- 


with her afterwards (add; come are you ready? 
1 V. (without.) Tell my lord III wait in the 
Library. | | A 5 
3 Oh Lord! my aunt, what's to be done! 
Vap, What's to be done! Why?? | 
Mar. She muſtn't.find you here ſhe Il be the death 
of me ſlie's ſo violent. 1 | 
Vap. Well, Im not afraid of cher —ſhe's no critic. 
Mar. No, but if von ve any pity for me here 
ide yourſelf for a moment behind this ſopha and III 
get her out of the room directly. 0 
Vap. Behind this ſopha ! here's a new ſituation ! 


(gets bebind the Sopha, Marianne ſits on it takes aut her 


wurf. bag and fings.)- 
_ #EnterLapy WaltBpRT, 


Mar. Tol de roll, &e. "D203 F 

Lady W. Marianne, how came you here? I deſire 
-you'll leave the room directly) . 
; 2 Leave the room aunt? (Looks towards the 
Sopba. Nl „ My e 

Lady V. Yes, leave the room immediately what 


I; 1 


are you looking at? 


Mar. Nothing aunt, nothing Lord, lord! what 


will become of paor Mr, Poet. Leit. 


| Lady V. So, here's my ..Leord—now to mention 
; Ennwi's plays and if it does but prejudice. him againſt 
bim, Willoughby marries Louiſa, and Neville is in my 


n power, 


” ea. _ < 
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(244) 
Entir'Lozp ScaaTca.. 
Lord 8. That curſt ' pantomime ruffian—nobody 


- knows'any thing about him—perhaps my lady has got 


a ſudden touch of the Dramatie Maniac, and prefers 
him—here ſhe +is, - now if ſhe ſhou'd talk about the 


tt 
"Eo M. Pray be ſeated my lord-—I want to alk 
a favour. | 

Lord S. Aﬀſe me a favour! is it poſſible my lady? ' 

Lady W. Yes, for our friend Ennui---what do you 
think-he has done? 

Lord d. What! 

Lady V. Turn'd anthor—he has written a only. 

Lord S. A comedy She has it! (Aids.) 

Lach V. Ves, tis very true, and it has been ap- 
proved of by men of the firſt dramatic ſame! 

Lord S. Dramatie fame ! She has it, damn me but 
Me has it (afide.) ö 

. Nay, if you neeed further proof my 

Lord: it has been approv'd by the manager of one of 1 
the theatres, and the curtain is to be drawn up next 
winter, 

Lord S. The curtain drawn up! Loot ye ma am, I 
care no more for the manager or his theatre or bis 
prompter —¶Vapid raiſes his head from bebind the Sopha 


ben pops it down.) 


LadyW. Now my Lord, the favour I have to afk 


of you is this. Promiſe me to peruſe the 20 make 


alterations and write the Epilogue. 
w oo S. Write the Epilogue! Fire and fore · fa- 
ers! 
Lady) . Ay, or the Prologue! | 
Lord S. The Prologue] Blood and 1 ! 
Wapid jumps up from behind the fopha and ſmacks Lord 
Scratch on the back.) 
. Yap. Prologue, or Epilogue !'I am the man —TII 
write you botb. | | 
Lord S. There he is again! ˖ 
Lad) M. Oh I ſhall faint with vexation, my Lord 
Ibe you'll wiſinterpret nothing—every thing f Ul de 
explain'd to - Marianne ! (calling), 
Here's 


Lord S. the curtain up with a vengeance. , 
Enter 


1 — — - 
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( x5 ) 
Enter Mantanne., 
Lady V. Anſwer me directly, how came that 


gentleman in this apartment? I know it is ſome trick 


of yours. | 
Vap. (coming down iſie flage.) To be ſure never 
was any thing ſo fortunate !' Upon my ſaul I beg your 
| 1 3 but curſe me if I can help laughing to think 
ow lucky it was for you both I happened to be behind. 
the ſopha, ha“! hat! ha! 8 
Mar. (As if taking the hint.) Faith no more can I— 
To be ſure it was the luckieſt thing in the world ha! 
ha ! ha ! (here they both laugh and point to Lord Scratch 
ard Lady Waitfort, who hok amas d | 
Lady W. Sir, J inſiſt you'll lay afide this leyity, 
and inſtantly explain how-you came into this houſe ! 
Vap. Sir—Ha ! ha ! ha | | 
Lor S. Ay, Sir—explain—and diſpateh l intreat 
you diſpatch I have ſo much to ſay | | 
| Vap. Never fear Old Lady — Til take care of you, 
lin a low tone of voice.) ; | 
Lady V. None of your whiſ I peak out Sir! 
I came here Sir, 


Vap. With all my heart—then 
by her Ladyſhip's own appointment. 
Lady V. My own appointment ! T ſhall run wild! 
Vap. To befure—you have hardly forgot your own 
hand writing (feeling for the letter.) | 
Lord S. Her own hand writing! Get on Sir—T be- 
ſeech you get on. | 8 | 
Vap. Why look'ye Old Scratch—you ſeem to be, 
an admirer of this Lady's —now I think it my duty as 
a moratDramatiſt—mark me Sir, a moral Dramatift, 
to expoſe hypocriſy—therefore Sir, there is the letter, 


read it and be convinced of your error. 


Lord S. Very well! Have yeu. done Sir? have you 
done ? eonſider I am a Peer of the Realm, and ſhall 


die if 1 don't tak. 


Vap. And now Sir, I muſt beg a favour of you, 
7 2 to Aim) the whole a ſecret, for if it 
gets backnied it loſes All its force. ener 
"Lord S. Granted! granted— Il grant you any 
thing ſo you will but get on. . 


8 — 


46) 
Faß. Between ourſelves -I mean 
Lord S. No pauſes Sir. 388 
Vap. To bring it all on the ſtage ! buſh'! ſay no- 
'thing—it will have a capital effect, and brother Bards 
will wonder where I ſtole it—Your ſituation will be 
.wonderful—you havn't an idea how ridiculous you'll 
look—yov'll laugh very much at yourſelf I afſure you, 
your part ſhall be done well little Cherry ſhall do 
you! 
” Lied S. What is all this? —well—now I will ſpeak 
ll wait no longer. | 
Vap. Yes, yes, I'll take care of you—Palſtaff in 
the Buck baſket will be nothing to it—he was only 
- the dupe of another man's wife, but you'll be the dupe 
of .your own you know—* think of that Mafter 
Brook, think of that,“ well Pl write you the Pro- 
logue and Epilogue; but you need not ſend me the 
Comedy, we never connect either with the play now 
your friend may be damn'd you know and dont 
. chuſe to ſuffer for his ſins - like to live and fight ano- 
mer day—Marianne farewell my dear Old Lady 
adieu Il do your buſineſs depend ont. Exit. 
Lord S. He's gone without hearing me! then 
there's an end of every thing, for now here I ſtand 
| once a -Barriſter—ſince a Country Gentleman, and 
| 


* 
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now a Peer, and tho' I've made twenty attempts to 

ſpeak, I can't be heard a ſyllable - Mercy, mercy -! 
What will the world come to la Peer and not to be 
heard! ; 

Lady V. My Lord, aſſured of my own innocence, 
1 have no doubt of juſtifying myſelf, and even by 
means of that letter encreaſing your affeQion—it was 
written io another.perſon—your ungrateful nephew. 

Lord S. My nephew! Deke 4 

Lady V. "Yes Sir, I cou'd not perceive him lofing 
the eſteem of his friends without having the defire to 
reclaim him—indeed I knew no better mode of ful. 
filling my project, than by perſonally warning him of 
his ſituation — for this pur poſe I wrote. that letter, and 
I never thought it wou d be thus miſus d- if there is 
any improper warmth. in the expreſſions it only pro- 


1 
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.ceeds from my anxiety of enſuring an interview--I 


hope Sir, you are ſatisfied! | 
Lord d. Why I believe you my Lady, and I ſhoy'd 


be perfeQly ſatisfied if I cou'd forget your paſſion for 


the ſtage, and that madman behind the ſopha. "af 
Lady V. As to that Sir, this young lady can in- 
form you! deſired him to leave the houſe an bout 


0. . 
Mar. (Afide), Tm afraid, my only way is to con- 


feſs all—my Lord, if I confeſs the truth, I hape you 


prevail on my aunt to forgive me. 

Lord S. Tell what you know, and I'll anſwer far 
your forgiveneſs. _ | 77 
Mar. "Why Sir, I found the gentleman alone and 
not having had a tete - a- tete a leng time, I preſsd him 


to ſtay, and on hearing your voice, I put him behind 


the ſopha—that you might not think any thing had 
happened —and indeed dir, nothing did n 
upon my word he's as quite an inoffenſive gentleman as 
yourſelf. | | 4h 
[Lord $. My fears are over! Oh you finiſhed com- 


Polition'! come to my arms, (embraces) and when I ſuſ- | 
PE you again (coughs much) this curſt cough takes one 
0 | | 155 


ſuddenly ! — 


10 ** Enter Enxvi. $4 F ) 
Ean. Pveanidea Floreville-is arrived; in faQ 1 juſt 
now ſpoke to him. far 1m? 
Lord S. Florevillearriv'd ! Come my Lady let's go 


and ſee. what his travels have done for him—hark'ye' 
Ennui— prepare for your interview with Louiſa, and 


remember you make a mandarine member come my 


Lady —nay, never irritate your feelings. 


Lady W. Alas my Lord ! it is the misfortune of 


virtue to be too feeling for the vices and errors of 
- others—but I attend you. 


[Exeunt. 


Mar. So poor Mr. Neville is to loſe Miſs Courtney 
—her preſent quarrel with him is ſo violent, that ſhe 
may marry this ideot merely in revenge. If I cou'd 
«dupe him now and enſure her contempt. Ill try—Mr. 
Ennui, have pu ſeen your intended wife yet 
Enn. No | 


Ma. 


att." 


( 88. ) 


, Mar. Sol thought why you'll never pleaſe her 
while you remain as you are you muſt alter your 
manners, She's all life —all ſpirits! and loves a man 


the very oppoſite to you. 


Enn. Tve an idea, I'm very ſorry in fa@ how can 
I pleaſe her? 8 1 
Mar. There's the difficulty let me ſee - the ſort of 


man ſhe likes you know Sir Harry Huſtle—a man 


all activity and confidence—who does every thing from 
faſhion and glories in con ſeſſing it. 
Enn. Sir Harry Huſtle ! In fact he's a modern 
blood of faſhion. - ? 5 | 
Mar. I know that's the reafon ſhe likes him, and 
you muſt become the ſame if you-wiſh to win her affec- 
tions----a new dreſs, bold looks, a Fu oaths and 
much ſwaggering effects the buſineſs (Ennui puts him- 
fef in as, ay, that's right, you are the very man 
alrea ; | | Laer * 
Enn. Vm a lad of ſaſhion! hah---damn mel I've 


an idea, I ſhall fall aſſeep in the midſt of it. 


Mar. No, no, go about it directly See Sir Harry 
Huſtle, and ſtudy your conyerſatian 3 
remember Louiſa 1s ſo fond of faſhion, that you can't. 
boaſt too much of its vices and abſurdities, tot 
Enn. If virtue was the ſaſhidn, I ſhou'd be virtu- 
ous ! I ſhou'd, damn me! : | 
Mar. Ay, that's the very thing---well. good b'ye 
Mr. r attend yau--mind you tall 
enou 74 5 | | 
255. Talk ! Il talk till T fall afleep! 1 will damn 
mel [Exeunt Ennui fewaggeting, Mariange laughing. 


Fo Rn 


(ay ) 


« 4 
n 
nr OO | * 
f | 27 | 
n | f | 
n 2 TR | 
S$.CENE—A Chamber in Lady Waitfori's Houſe. 1 
n ; Leuiſa diſcovered reading. 1 | 
1 | ; 
, Lovt1sa. | | 
Y 1 | | 1 
P H EIGHO.! theſe poets arewonderfully tireſome | 
4 always on the ſame theme nothing but love | 
| Tm weary of It, (Lays doxon the book and riſes). Un- 1 
„553 generous Neville! How cou'd he uſe me ſo cruelly ? 1 
TH to attempt to = my affections and then addreſs ang- | 
ther. Lady Waitfsrt has convincd me of the fact, | 


1 can never forgive him, and yet 1 fear I love him 
gill, Well, PH even go and examine my heart and 
determine whether I love him or not. (As /he is going 
out Newille enters.) * 
Louiſa. Mr. Neville I thought Sir, 1 had de- 
fired we might never meet again. ee 
Nev. Tis true Madam, and I meant to 
commands hard as they were, implicitly obey them 
but I came here to welcome my brother, and not to 
intrude on the happinefs of hae Tow doem'd to avoid. 
Louiſa. Til conceal my embarraſiment, I am deter- 
min'd, (Afde.) If I remember Sir, truth was ever 
among the foremoſt of your virtues. N 
New. Yes, and I am confident you have no reaſon - 
to doubt it tho you have cauſe to cenſure my pre- 
ſumption, you have none to ſuſpect my fidelity. 
_ Oh no.! I don't ſuſpect your fidelity in the 
. leaſt, but when people are faithful to more than one, 
you know, Mr. Neville, — .* A 
Nev. I don't underſtand you Ma'am, 


| Louiſas 


nion than that of Mr. Neville's. 


5 | 

Lowiſa. "Tis no wonder Mr. Neville=-you ma 
yourſelf any trouble in attempting tof juſtiſy 

your conduct Im perfeQly ſatisfied Sir, Pl! aſſure 


you! (Goin 


} | 1 
New. ok! do not leave'me in this anxious ſtate, 
perhaps this is the laſt time we ſhall ever meet; and 


to part thus wou'd inibitter every future moment of 


my life. I indeed have no hapes that concern not your 
happineſs, no wiſhes that relate not to your eſteem. 

Louiſa. Sir, Iwill freely confeſs to you, had you 
thewn the leaſf perſeverance in your affection, or ſin- 
cerity in your behaviour, I cou d have heard your ad- 
dreſſes with pleaſure—but to liſten to them now Mr, 
Neville, wou'd be to approve a conduct my honour 
prompts me to reſent, and my pride to. deſpiſe. 

Nev. Then am loſt indeed! tis to the perfidious 
lady Waitfort J owe all this---(Lady Waitfert enters 
behind unfeen by Nevil'e).--my preſent miſery, my fu- 
ture pain are all the product of her jealous rage ! ſhe 
is ſo vile an hypocrite that (Enter Lady Mail ſer t.) 

Lady V. Who is an hypocrite Sir! . 

New. Madam! | 

Lady W. Who is a hypocrite Sir, anſwer me ! 

' Nev. Aﬀ your own heart! that can beſt inform 
ou. | | 
1 Lady W. Tell me Mr. Neville, what have I done 
that you dare inſult me thus? 

New. What have you done ? look on that lady ma- 
dam, there all my hopes and wiſhes were combin'd ! 
there was the very ſummit of my bliſs! I thought J 
had attained it; but in the moment of my happineſs 
you came, cruſh'd every hope and baffled all my Joys? 
Lady V. Upon my word Sir, very romantic---but 
T thank heaven-l look for approbation in a better opi- 
New. Tis well yon do madam, for were I your 
Judge, your puniſhment ſhou'd be exemplary--- but III 
waſte words no more---I only hope (to Louiſa) you 
madam are fatisfied that one of my errors may at 
Jeaſt be forgiven, and this {aft ſuſpicion for ever blot- 
ted from your memory. | 


—— 


xy night. 


rived from — he's a- dear man—he has 
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fake care my lord never ſhall. 


Nev. No---l do not hope for forgiveneſs---T have - 


heard her determination, and cruel as it is, to that E 


muſt __— may be aſſured I never will intrude: 


where I know I offend; - | 
Louiſa. Do you then leave us Mr. Neville ? | 
New. Yes, madam, and for ever !---may you be as: 


dleſt in the gratification of your hopes as L have been 


wretched in the diſappointment of mine. Exit. 
Lady W. Tyrant! I with he had ſtayd to hear 
rea ſon--I＋I hope. he is not ſerious in leaving us 
Louiſa. Von hope !---why does it concern you? 
Lady V. Oh! no. further than from the-general 
love I bear mankind---you. forget my feelings on theſe 
occaſions-Louiſa. ! 7 Et 
' Louiſa. Yes, indeed T have too much reaſon to at- 
tend my own !---Yow'll excuſe me- have particular 
buſineſs, but will return immediately. [Exit. 
Lady V. Oh, the cauſe of her confuſian is evident 
---ſhe loves him ftill---but they ſhall never meet again 


I have already ſent a letter to Willoughby which 


imparts a ſcheme I have long cheriſhed, my lord in 
his anger about my ſtage maniac, has forgot Ennui's 

lay, fo that there may be no bars to WHloughby's 
meſs, | any determined Louifa ſhall be his this xe- 


= 
* 


* Enter LoxD SCRATCE, | 
Lord $. Here's a ſpectacle for a Peer! Florivelle Ts 


below, and is return'd from his travels a finiſhed cox- 


'comb, PII not give him a farthing. | | 
Lady W. I hope not my lord, perhaps you may be 


miſtaken. N 
Lord S. Miſtaken! No, he has travell'd not to ſee, 
| but to ſay he had ſeen. | | 


Enter Maxtanne (wth a French watch and chain) 
m— 'Oh Nor 8 look here I never ſow 
any ſo eſegant in all my life. She doing chain. 
Lord S. Whoſe preſent is this? ( jeg oy 
Mar. Whoſe ! why the fweet gentleman. juſt ar- 


1 


- 
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——vy—ᷣ <<. er — — 


* 
— 2 — KK ee 22 ²˙ — 2 


4 * 


- promis'd to do every thing for me to get me a for- 
tune to get me a huſband---to get me- — 


tm 


\ 


Lord $, Huſh !---you don't know what you are 


talking about. 


Mar. Yes, but ! do tho', he has told me every 


- 


thing---Lord ! I have heard ſuch things!---come here 


---nearer-=-get my aunt 6ut of the rodm and III ell 


you ſtories that ſhall make your old heart bound again 


---huſh do it quietly---T will upon my honor---what 
an old fool it is. | | (Afide.) 

Lady N. Lou muſtn't liſten to Mr. Florivelle, for 
travellers may 2 yau into any thing, and many 
4 woman has been ruin'd in one country, by being 
told it is the faſhion in another. | 

Lord S. Here be comes---I ſee as plain as my 
peerage I ſhan't keep my temper. | 


ly W. 'T ſuppoſe my Lord he has ſpent great 


part of his time in France, where he has been the 
dupe of kna ves of every nation. 


Enter FLorIvVELLE, 


Flor. Your ardon madam, you wrong the Frenclt | 


they never ſuffer any one to dupe a traveller but 
themſelves---ladies a thouſand pardons for not waiting- 
on you before ; but this is the firſt vacant moment tk 
Fave had fince my arrival at Bath. 
Mar. Your coming at all is taken as a very great 
compliment Ell aſſure you. - "44's | 

| . (To Marianne duo exits.)---Leave the 
700m 1mmediately---no reply---I will be obey'd---MF. 


_ Florivelle, we are very happy to ſee you. 


Flor. Ma'am you do me honor---my lord where's 
Harry ! I thought to have found him here---what, he 
didn't chuſe to ftay---ſo much the better=--it ſhews 
he's not a man of cereniony---we do the ſame in Italy 
but hark'yee. | . | 

Lord S. My gorge is riſing! I ſhall certainly do 
him a miſchief. WET NT 

Flor. (Spying at lady W.) Rather experienc'd or ſo 
»=-2 little antique hah !---however the. ſame motive 

Lady W. Sir, from that lady's ſorgiveneſs you ha ve 
nothing to expect —If ſhe con 


that 


———ñ—— ͤ êpœY¶k¹ſlLl 


ents to pardon you, III 


i% 


7% 


„ 
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that makes her a good aunt to me, will make her 4 


good wife to you - you underſtand me ? 


Lord S. Damn me if Ido! | 1 

Flor. Well, well, no matter -- come come, I want 
to hear every thing, to know what remarkable occur- 
ences have happen d ſince I left England - pray lady 
Waitfort inform me---do let me know every little eir- 
,cumſtance. 17 | 

Lady W. Rather Sir, we ſhould aſk of you, what 


happen'd in your travels? 


Flor. Oh nothing fo ſhocking no man can be the 


_ herald of bis own praiſe ! 


* 


Lach W. Yes, Sir, but I wiſh to know how you 
like the chapel of Loretto, the Venus de Medicis of 


Florence, the Vatican at Rome, and all the number- » 


Jeſs curioſities peculiar to the countries you have tra- 


vell'd. 


Lord $. Look'ye---Tll anſwer for it, he knows no- 


2 


: -thing of the gentlemen you mention---do you my ſweet 


-pretty---oh you damn'd puppy! 
* Flor But why Tas ton Land? Pte” 
Lord S. Swear my Lord! zounds/! its my preroga- 
tive and by tell me how you ſpent your time Sir. 
Flor. Why in contemplating living angels, not d 


antiquities ! in baſking in the rays of beauty] nor 


mouldering in the duſt of anceſtry] In mirth, feftivi- 
ty and pleaſure ! not ſtudy pedantry, and retirement 


_ =--oh. 1 have lived Sir! lived ſor myſelf, not an un- 


grateful world, who ſhoud I die a martyr for their 

cauſe, wou'd only laugh and wonder at my folly. 
Lady V. You ſeem to know the world Mr. Flo- 

rivelle. | p | 
Flor. No madam, I know little of mankind, and 


leſs of myſelf---I have no pilot but my pleaſures! no 


miſtreſs but my paſſions? and I don't believe if it were 
to ſave my life I cou'd reaſon conſequently for a mi- 
nute together.. , 
Lord S. Granted. --you haveſeen every thing worth 
ſeeing, yet know nothing worth knowing, and after 


all you have juſt knowledge enough to prove yourſelf 


n fool on every ſubject. F 
D 2 Flare 


a 
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Fur. Vaſtly well my lord, upon my word you 
improve with your title; but I am perſectly ſatisfied 
thelieve me; for what I don't know, I take for granted 
is net worth 'knowing—therefore we'll call another 
topic, I'm in love my lord! | | 
Lord F. In love !—with who Sir? 
Fler. Can't you gueſs? 
Lord S. No Sir, I cannot! Is 
Flor. Wich one that will pleaſe you very much 
at leaſt ought to pleaſe you - you'll be in raptures dear 
uncle! | 
Lord S. Raptures ;—and you ſhall be in agonies 
my dear nephew! * 
Flor. You have known one another a long while, 


yet you havn't met for years—you have low'd one 
another a long while, yet you quarrel'd not an hour 


ago, you have differ'd from one another all your 
lives, yet are likely to be friends as long as you live, 
and above all this perſon is now in this houſe: 2 
Lord S. In this houſe'! tell me who it is this mo- 
ment, or by the blood of the Scratches! 
Hor. One who has charms enough to ſet the world 


on fire ! one who has fortune enough to ſet a ſtate 
at war Sir! one who has talents, health and proſperity, 


and yet not half what the party deſerves—can you 
tell now Sir? | | 
Lord $. No, 'Sir, and if you don't tell this inſtan 
Fler. Then PI] tell you. It's myſelf Sir—my own 
charming ſelf !—Pve ſearch'd the world over, and 
don't find any thing I like half ſo well. (Walls up 
the flage.) F re 
Lord S. I won't diſgrace myſelf ———I won't 


lower the dignity of peerage by chaſtifing a com- 


moner, elſe you prince of butteiflies - come my lady 
—look'ye Sir—lI intend to be handed down to poſte- 
'Tity ; and while you are being lampoon d in ballads 
and news- papers, I mean 10 cut a figure in the hiſto- 
ry of England ſo come along my lady in the biſtory 


of England ! you damn d coxcomb. IExeumt. 


Flr. If the face be a picture of the mind, that 
intended aunt of mine is a great hypoerite and the 


ſtory I heard of the poet proves it but now for a 


ttrolic— gad its very ſtrange 1 cou'd never U 


8 1 


and become a ſerious thinking being? but what's the 


uſe of thinking ? 
« Reaſon ſtays till we call, then not oft is near, 


gut honeſt inſtin& comes a volunteer.“ 


8 CEN E—4 Chamber in Lady Waitfort's, 
Enter WiLLouGunY and SERVANT, | 
Will. Tell your miſtreſs I ſhall be punQuat to the 


ap ointment. (Exit Servant.) So thanks to fortune, 
lady Waitfort has at laſt conſented to my entreaties, 
and this night makes Louifa mine for ever !—now to 
read the letter once more—(Reags) 4+. Louiſa accom- 
* panies me to night to Lady; Walton's, which you 
. © know is at the extremity of the town—on fome pre- 
s tenceor other, I'll tell her I have order'd the ſervant at 
the baek gate, which adjoins the paddock there 
Il leave her, and if you have a chaiſe waiting 
near the ſpot you may conduct her where you 
* pl'eaſe, you know my feelings on this occaſion, bu: 
it is for her good only Pll aſſure you ſhe don't de- 
. © ſerve it Mr. Willoughby : Indeed the don't deſerve 
„ A. Waitfort!“ 


So ! this is beyond my hopes—Ha! my lord ! and 


: Louiſa with him! come to receive Ennui who to* my 


aſtoniſhment | met juſt now in a new dreſs, ſwear- 
ing and capering, and boaſting of the vices of faſhion, 


but no matter muſt to the renden vous immediately. 
Now Louiſa, tremble at my vengeance, + Exit. 


Enter Load Scaaren and Lovis. 


Lord S. Ves, yes, Ennui will be here in an inſtant, 
but he's fo reſerv'd, and ſo mild. : 


Louiſa.. So 1 underſtand Sir, and fo very ſilent 


that he won't talk ſo much in a year as ] intend in. 


an hour, 


Lord S. I know that's the reaſon I bring him into 
Parliament—he'll never ſpeak—anly ſay aye, or no, 
and be up ſtairs to Beefſtakes in an inſtant. (Knock.) 

Here he is !—now encourage him Louiſa, don't mind 


bis diffidence. 
D 3 f Louiſa, 


_— I oe WM. ——- 
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Louiſa, No Sir, — I'll do all in my power to mae 
him talk. . ; | 
Ind S. That's well 1—T1I leave you together—I 
don't interrupt you. (Stamping without).odſo ! I on. 

- getout of the way encourage him Louiſa! I beſeec 
you encourage him A Exit.) 
Ennui, (without) ſtand by no ceremony damn 
me. ny f N 
Louiſa, . Heavens ! is this diffdence? 


"Enter Ex UI and SERVAMr. 


Enn. Get down ſtairs you dog—get down 
(Exit Servant.) — Here I am ma'am—eaſe is every 
thing—l'll ſeat myſelf— now for buſineſs ! —Yaw'! 
-yaw ! (Yawns afide.) | & 
Han. iti. -- en 
Enn. In one word ma'am, Tl] tell you my charac. 
ter—Pm a lad of faſhion dam me, I love gamin , I hate 
"thinking—1 like railing—l deſpiſe reading—I: patre- 
nize boxing! deteſt reaſoning—l pay debtsof honor 
not honorable debts.—In ſhort PII kick your ſer- 
vane—cheat your family, and fight your guardian—and 
ſo if you like me take—heh, damn me I'm tired, al- 
ready !—yaw —yaw |—yawns. 454 | 
Touiſa. Aſtoniſhing ! Mr. Ennui |. - 
Enn. Ma'am, yaw—yaw— b 
Louiſa, Mr. Ennui ! Can you be in your ſenſes? 
Enn. In fact I don't comprehend ( forgetting himſe/f) 
Ohl ay—— (ſenſes) recolleching *himfe/f, — a lad df 
faſhion-in' his ſenſes ! that's a very good joke—if one 
of us had any ſenſe, the reſt would ſhut him up in:a 
cabinet of curioſities, or ſhew him for a wonderful 
animal! they wou'd damn me! I can't ſupport t— 
„„ n 
Lauiſa. So you glory in your ignorance— 
Eun. Ma am, yaw ——yaw |! | 
Loui ſa. So. you glory in your ignorance—in your 
vices. N a | | | 
Enn. I've an ſdea—I can't underſtand ( forgetti» 
h'mſelf ) vices i Oh—ay damn me to be ſure! ou. 
lecking himſelf.) You muſt be wicked or you tothe 1 
" * 2 VI F 
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eviſited—ſingwlarity is every thing—notoriety—even 
man muſt get a character and Ell tell you how I ard | 
got mine. I pretended to intrigue with my friend's 
-wiſe—paragraph'd myſelf in the f ot ca- 
cracatured in the print ſhaps—made the ſtory believed, 
was abuſed by every body noticed for my gallantuy 
by every body, and at length viſited by every body 
A was damn me ! (/m curft ſleepy) yaw yaw. 

© Louiſa, Incredible] But 4 ſingularity be your 
- ſyſtem, perhaps being virtuous wou'd make you as 
-particular as any thing. 3 

Enn. Vaſtly well! Egad your'e like me —a wit 
and don't know it (takes out Hi watch) how goes the 
enemy? more than half the day over! tol de rol lol, 
(Anging) 1 am as happy as if I was at a fire or a general 
riot Come to my arms thou angel ! thou, hz 
4s going bo emb ace her, enter LoRD SCRATCH 2/20 catches 
him.) Ah Scratch !- my friend Seratch ! fit down my 
old boy, ſit down ! we've ſettled every thing ( forces 


uin into a thair.) 


Lord S. Why L. what is all this? | 3 
Enn. She's to intrigue—and you and I are to go 
halves in the damage —ſome- rich old Nabob— well 


draw him into erim con. ! bring an action directly 
z and get a 10,000]. verdict at leaſt, heh ! damn me“! 


Lord S. Why he's mad. That dramatic Manige 
-has bit him. | 0 
Enn. Get a divorce—marry another, and go halves 


1 again damn me! 


Lord S. Why look ye, you impoſtor you, didn't 
you come here to pay your addreſſes to this lady and 


was nt I to bring you into parliament for your quiet, 
ſilent diſpoſition? Hay $6c c 


Enn. (Puſbing him out of the way.) Hold your 
tongue! out of the way Scratch, out of the way }- 
or Ill do you a miſchief damn me ! Zounds ! a#nt I 
at the top of the beau monde ! and don't I lead the 
: faſhion? TF.I was to cut off my head wou'dnt half 
the town do the ſame, they wou'd' damn me. (I get 


| fleepy again, yaw—yaw, 


Lord F. Here now, here's a mandarine member, 


« why he'd breed a civil war! make ten long ſpeeches -+ 


* . 
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in a day | Cut your head off indeed Curſe, me but -I 
. wiſh it was cut off —you muſt be ſilent then—you can't 
talk without a head cou'd you ? 

Enn. Yes, in parliament, as well without a head as 
with one do you think a man Wants a head to make 
. long ſpeech damn me! e ö 


Enter SRRVA Ur. 


_ Serv. Her Lady ſhip is waiting Maam. FT 
| | EI [Exit Serv. 
Louiſa. Oh! I attend her, Mr. Ennui your moſt 

. obedient ! | 
Enn. (Taking her hand.) With your leave Ma'am, 

. you ſee, Scratch 

Lord S. Why Louiſa ! TY 
Enn. Keep your diſtance Scratch ! contemplate 
your ſuperiors ! look at me with the "ſame awſul re- 

ſpect as city beaus look at a prince this way moſt 
. angelico ! *Scratch, cut off your head—this way moſt 
divine ange.ico, Exit Ennui and TLouiſu. 
Lord S. Here's treatment! Was ever poor peer ſo 
tormented - what am I to do? III gotg Lady Waitfort, 
- for from her alone I meet relieſ—fnd a ſilent member 
indeed ! by my peerage and privilege, one might as 
| ſoon find a pin in the ocean, charity in a bench of 
Biſhops, or wit in Weſtminſter Hall. - [Ext. 


. A | . T. ; TV. 
-SCEN E— Paddick near Lady Waitfert's luuſe. 

Enter WiLLouGnsy. | 

Will. "Tis paſt the hour Lady Waitſort . 
— Why does ſhe delay? I cannot have miſtaken tbe 

place yonder is Lady Walton's houſe ! Oh would 

all were paſt, and Louiſa ſafely mine! I hear a noiſe ! 
by Heaven's tis ſhe, and with her all my happineſs—. 
F withdraw awhile and obſerve them (retires.) ths 


'T 
d 
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and at leaſt emulate one of my virtues—now 


( 99 9 
Enter Lipy WarrrorT and Lovis. 


Louiſa. My dear Lady Waitfort, why do you lot- 
ter here? You cannot find your ſervant in this place, 
let us return to Lady Waltons. | 

Lady W. No, no, they muſt be here, I order'd 
them to wait in this very ſpot to avoid confuſion, — 
What can have become of Willoughby ? (4% de.) 
Lowiſa, If you have the leaſt ſenſe of fear for 
urſelf, or regard for me, T beg we may return to 
dy Walton's. | 
Lady . No, no, I order'd William at the back 
gate that he might conduct us 7 7 0 the paddock te 
our carriage, you know we might have been whale 
hours getting thro” the crowd the other way, do be a 


- 


little patient, havn't I as much reaſon to be alarm'd as 
Jour elf ? r. 


Louiſa. Yes, but you hav'nt the apprehenſion that 
I have, I don't know why, but I am terrified beyond 
.deſcription'! F | 

Lady M. Well, well, never fear, (looking ou!) 
Oh, yonder's Willoughby ! now for the grand de- 
Tign ! (afide) if you'll ſtay'bere a moment, un ſtep to 
the next gate and ſee if they are there they cannot 
eſcape us then. | 5: | 

Louiſa. No, no! don't leave me I wouldn't tay 
by myſelf for the world! | 

Lady V. Ridiculous! can't you protect yourſelf 
for an inſt int? Muſt you be all your life watchbd like 
a baby in leading ſtrings! Oh! I'm aſham'd of you, 
only wait a moment, leſt they paſs by in my abſence, 
and ll return to you immediately. 

Louiſa. Well don't ſtay ! Tag; 1 

Lady W. Stay | What have you to be frightened 
at'? I ſhall not be out of call, beſide; if there's any 


fear of a peffonal attack, may not I be as terrified as 


yourſelf, It is'nt the firſt time I'll aſſure you - but 
that's no matter, ſhew yourſelf a woman of 1 
= 


loughby the reſt is thine (% dt.) — — [Exit Lach M, 
oh | W. | 


— — — —————— 


CJ 


- ' WiLLoucnBY comes forward, 


Vill. Be not alarm'd Miſs Courtney! 


* Touiſa, Mr. Willoughby! 


Mill. Les. Madam, the man you, moſt avoid! 

Louiſa. Tell me Sir immediately how, and by 
Whoſe appointment you came here? ref 

Will. By love Madam, the ſame paſſion that has 
prompted me to purſue you ſor years, now happily 
conducts me hither—1 come to leſſen your fears not en» 


.. creaſe them. 


Ls Then leave me Sir, I can protect myſelf ! 
Vill. No, not *till. you have heard and pitied me 
T have been long your ſuitor, and long ſcorn'd by you 
—you. have treated, me with indifference and prefer'd 

my inferiors—how I have deferv'd all this yourſelf 

van beſt explain; but to prove all former cruelties are 
forgot, I here offer you my hand and with it my. 

heart. | 7 | 5 

Louiſa. Sir, this is no time ſor hearing you on this 
ſubject, if you wiſh to oblige me, leave me. 

Will. No, not 'till 1 am anſwer'd years may 
elapſe e're I ſhall have, another opportunity like the 
preſent, therefore no time can be ſo well as now. 

_ * Louiſa, Then, Icommand you to leave me, I will 

not be threatened into a compliance, 

Will. 'Look'ye Miſs Courtney, I wou'd avoid tak- 


ing advantage of your ſituation - nay ſtart not—but if 


you perſiſt in your contempt of me I know not to what 
extremities paſſion may hurry. me, I have every mo- 
tive for redreſs,” and if you do not inflantly give me 
your word to prefer me to that beggar Neville, I may 
do that my cooler ſenſe would ſcorn! ng | 
N Beggar Sir! 
Mill. Les, and were he not beneath my refent- 
ment, I'd tell you more—— but he's too poor too 
Louiſa. Hold Sir, did yau reſemble him, I might 


, eſteem, nay adore. you; you take advantage of my 


ſituation; hear me Sir! tho? not a friend is near, ' tho? 
night oppoſes me, and Heaven deſerts me, yet can I 
{mile upon your menaces, for my own eyes ſhall vindi- 

80 | ; | | .cate 
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Eate my wrongs, and make you tremble villain, as you 
are f f 
Will. Have a care Madam, another declaration 


like that, and TIl delay no longer, III force you to 


my purpoſe ! | | | | 
Louiſa, You dare not, on your life you dare not. 
Vill. Nay, then, I'm not, to be terrified by 
threats—(/qys hold of her) all ſtruggling is in vain, this 
moment gratifies my revenge ! away. 5 
Lou ſu. Off—let me go, Oh help! help! ( ke 
is forcing her out, enters FLORIVELLE half drunk.) 
Flor. (Singing part of an Italian ſong.) Donne, 
donne, don—Oh this burgundy's x glotious liquor 
hey day ! who have we here ? 5 1 | 
Loui ſu. Oh Sir, if you have any pity for an in- 
jur'd helpleſs woman, aſſiſt one who never knew diſ- 
treſs till now. | 


Flor. Go on Ma'am, go on ! both damned drunk 


| T perceive. 


Louifa, Do not Sir be deaf to my intreaties, do 
hot deſert me ! | | 
Flor. Go on Madam, go on ! I love oratory in a 
woman ! 


Louiſa, Gracious Heaven! how have I deſerved . 


this? I ſee Sir you avoid me I ſee you're indifferent 
to my fate. | 
Flor. No Ma'am, you wrong me—but in Italy 


' Oblerve we always take theſe things covly ——now 


Sir (to Willoughby) will you explain, 

Will. No Sir, I will not. 

Flor. You will nor. | 3 

Will. No Sir, and I warn you not to liſten to the 
wild ravings of a ſenſeleſs woman —it may be better 
for you Sir.” e eee 

Flor. Why ſo, Prince Prettyman? 

Will. No matter Sit, Iwill not be amuſed from 
my purpoſe. rh 85 

Flor. You won't old Pluto won't you! then Ma'am 
obſerve, you ſhall behold my, mode of fighting—Tll 


kill him like a . and he ſhall die without. 


groan—you'll be delighted Ma'am—I1 learnt it all in 


Italy 


| 


(4) 


| Ttaly—you don't ſee a man of faſhion fight once in « 
- ZEntury !. Come Beelzebub are you ready 2 


Will. Sdeath what can I do.? he is drunk perhaps 


I may diſarm him. 
Flor. Now thou original Sin ! Thou Prince of 


Darkneſs ! come out, never let her ſee thy black in- 


fernal viſage more, or by my life III pulveriſe you ! 


You ſee Ma am no bad orator either —learnt it all in 


Italy. 


Will, Come on Sir. 1 8 , 
. Flor. Ay now old Syſippus puſh home—but do 


you hear, fight like a gentleman, for remember 
| there's a lady in company. Obſerve Ma'am, obſerve ! 


you won't ſee it again ! (They fight Floriville diſarms 
him.) What vanquiſh'd 1 Hah.? (parrying 


up and dewn the Rage in triumph.) You ſee Ma'am, 


you ſee— Oh Italy's your only country ! Now Ma- 
dam, wou'd you have me kill him here © en allegro“ 


or poſtpone it, that you may have the pleaſure” of 


pinking him yourſelf © en penſeroſo” 
Zeui ſa. Florivelle my deliverer ! Generous man! 


Neo, Sir, whatever are his erimes do not kifl him 


his greateſt puniſhment will be to live. ; 
Flor. There then Caitiff, take your ſword, and 


di'ye hear—retire—that black face of thine offends 


the Iady—if you want another flouriſh you will ſoon 
find Floriville—Abſcond ! 


Will. Sin, you ſhall ſoon hear from me—Diſtrac- 


" ton! | [Exit. 


Flor. And now my dear little angel! how can I 


aſſiſt you? Im very ſorry but I cannot. help it—— 


I'm curſt drunk and not proper company for a lady of 


your dignity—but I won't affront you, I mean to 
make myſelf agreeable, and if I do not it is the fault 


of this place (pointing to bis head) and not this 
(pointing to his heart.) | 


” — 


» Louiſa. Sir, your conduct has endear'd you to me 
forever, and while I live, your generoſity and va lour 

Mall be engraven on my heart. 
Fiir. Gently, gently have a care, make no declara- 
tions—if you are in love with me, as I ſuppoſe you 
| | 3 Tue 


| N | 
are, keep it a ſecret, for at this moment you might 
raiſe a flame that wou'd conſume us both, poor crea- 


ture ! how fond ſhe is of me, any other time I 
wou'd indulge her, but not now (ieots at her, and ; 

ö then runs and kiſſes ber hand.) Oh you paragon! 
Angels muſt paint to look as fair as you” (goers from: 

f her again) Vil leave you, or by Heavyens1 it will be all 

p over with us. | | 

1 Louiſa. No, no, don't deſert me, alas I have no 

a way left, but to commit myſelf to your care. If I 


cou'd bring him to recolleQ me all wou'd be ſafe—Mr. 
Flori velle, don't you know me ? 


0 Flor. No—would to Heaven I did. 
r Louiſa. What, not Miſs Courtney? | 
! Flor. What Louiſa l my brother's idol ? 
5 Louiſa. The very fame. be 
g Flor. Then may I die, if I don't get out of your 
ly bn 2 leave you—where, where ſhall I conduct 
— ou R js 
* Louiſa. Alas ! I know not—return to Lady Wait- 
fort's | will not, I badrather be a wanderer all my life— 
to Lady Walton's there is no excuſe for my returning, 
11 I know no friend in Bath, I dare intrude upon I have 
— 7 ſo high an opinion Mr. Florivelle of your honour, that 
notwithſtanding your preſent ſituation, there is no man 
d on earth I wou'd ſooner confide in, can you then think 
ds of any place where I may reſt in ſafety for a few 
n hours ; and then I will ſet out ſor my uncle's in the 
country. | 2 
e Flor. Indeed I cannot, I am a wanderer 'myſelf—1 fx 
it. have no houſe, but what this gentleman is to purchaſe 
1 me (al ing out bis purſe) You cannot partake of that, 
— Louiſa. Oh what will become of me? 
of Flor, Let me ſee—l' have it 'i take her to my 
to brother's—ſhe'll be ſafe there and not a ſoul ſhall come 
ult near . her—well Miſs Courtney, I have recollected a 
his place where I know you'll be ſafe—a friend's houſe 
that will be as ſecure —nay, don't droop; in Italy never, 
me never melancholy ! ö ö 
ar 22 | 
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Louiſa, Oh, Mr. Florivelle ! to what a hazard has 
Lady Waitfort expos'd me to her perfidy I owe it all 
but yonder's that wretch again, pray let us begone. 

Flor. Beelzebub again? no, no—muſtn't ſtir 
—what an angel fly from a devil Il ſtay and 
cruſh him, Tarquin avaunt ! come my beſt angel ! 
P11 fight your battles, and if I don't fink all your ene- 
mies, may I never ſee Italy again as long as I live. 

[Exeunt, 


Enter WIILoucHRx. 


Will. Ha! gone ! I'm ſorry for it—T wou'd have 
ſeen them, Lady Waitfort has juſt leſt me and treated 
me like her flave—inſulted and derided me—but [11 
have done with her for ever—T1l be her dupe no more 
he is now gone to Neville's lodgings under pretence 
ef purſuing Louifa ; but in fact to ſee him, and pre- 
vent his leaving Bath ; thus I hope I ſhall make ſome 
reparations for the wrongs I have committed, and 
prove at leaſt that I have ſome virtue. [Exit, 


 8CENE——Nevill's Lodgings. | 
Enter VariD and PrrER. I 


Jap. Well, here it is—where's Neville! 
Peter. Not within Sir, | 
Jap. Yes, yes, here it is—I muſt ſee him 
Peter. Sir he's gone out. 
Vap. Gone out impoſſible { 
Peter. Impoſſible ! it's very true Sit. | 
Yap. Gone out ! why I have brought him the Epi- 
logue—the new epilogue to Mr. What's is name's co- 
medy—the very beſt thing I ever wrote in my life 
I knew it wou'd delight him. 23 | 
Peter. Sir, he has been gone out above theſe two 


hours. 
| 5. ap, 
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Vap. Then he'll never forgive bimſelf as long as 
he lives—why its all corre —all chaſte ! only one 
half line wanting at the end to make it compleat. 
Peter. Indeed Sir, its very unfortunate. 

Yap. Unfortunate ! I wanted to have heard him 
read it too, when another perſon reads it, one often 
hits on a thought that might have otherwiſe eſcaped, 


then perbaps he wou'd have hit on that curs'd half 


line I've ſo long been working at. 

Peter, Sir, if it is not impertinent, and you'd per- 
mit me to read it = 

Vap. You read it! - 

Peter. Yes, Sir, if you'd allow me the honour. 

Vap. Eh! Why faith I wou'd have no objeQion 
—but then wou'dn't it leſſen one's dignity ! no, no, 
Moliere uſed to read his plays to his ſervant—ſo I 
Teve all's regular —but Sir, can you read ! come then 
begin, (Peter reads the Epilogue.) 


In antient times when agonizing wars, 

And bleeding nations fill'd the world with jars, 
When murder, battle, ſudden death prevail'd 
When. | ; ; 


 Fap. Stop, ſtop! I have ir—not a word for your 
life—l feel t—its coming on ] the laſt line directly 
quick, quick—— | 


Peter reads, 


The tyrant totters and the ſenate nods, 
Die all, die nobly—— 


here's ſomething wanting Sir. # IF 
up. I know it, ſay nothing—I have it (walking up 
and down the ſlage.) 


« The tyrant totters and the ſenate nods, 

Die all, die nobly ! ? 
Oh damn it! damn it! damn it! that curs d half 
line 1 ſhall never accompliſh it—all ſo chaſte—all ſo 
| E 2 correct 
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correQ—and to have it marr'd for wanting one half 
line ! one curſt half line ! vexatious ! I cou'd almoſt 
weep for diſappointment ! 

Peter. Never mind it Sir, don't perplex yourſelf, 
put in any thing. F | 

Jap. Put in any thing ! why you damned dog! 

what do you mean—put in any thing, why you raſcal, 
tis the laſt line, and the Epilogue muſt end with ſome- 
thing ſtriking or it will be no trap for the galleries, no 
trap for applauſe after all this fine writing! Oh, tis 
too much | — 8 | 

Peter. Methinks this is a ſtrange Epilogue for a 


Comedy. Perhaps this is my mafier Sir, no as I live 
is Mr. Florivelle and Miſs Courtney! She muſtn't on 


any account be ſeen by this gentleman. (Alide.) 
 Fap. Well, whois it ? ; | 
. Peter. Sir it's a friend of my maſter's who has 
brought a lady with him—I'm ſure you've too much 
N to interrupt an amour, and therefore you'll 
kind enough to get out of the way directiy. 
Va. Get out of the way ? What the devil in the 


middle of my compoſition ? 


Peter. Nay Sir, only ſtep for a moment into that 


eloſet, and you ſhall ſoon be releas'd—now pray vir, 


de prevail'd on. 


Jap. Well, let me ſee, in this cloſet ! why you 
damn'd dog ! this is a china cloſet ! wou'd you ram 
a live anthor into a china cloſet ? 2 

Peter. What can Ido Sir, there is no other way out 
but that door—do Sir, get in here, for an inſtant, and 


P11 ſhew them into the library—now Sir —— 


Vap. Well, be brief then Die all—die nobly l“ 
Oh, Oh! Oh! (Goes into the cloſet.) 


Enter FLonveLLE and Loutsa, 


Ne, Hey day ! my old. acquaintance Peter! 


where's my brother ? | : 
Peter. Sir, he has been out the whole evening. 
25 Loui ſa. 
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 Leaiſe: In the ſame houſe with Neville, Oh Hea- 


vens ! 
Flor. Well now Miſs Courtney I hope you're con- 
vinc'd of your ſafety ? | 
Louiſa. Yes, Sir, but I wou'd it were in any other 
place | Lady Waitſort e re this is in purſuit of me, 
and if ſhe diſcovers me bere, you know too well how 
much I have to dread, 


[Ex.t Peter. 
Flor. Don't be alarm'd, there's nothing ſhall mo- 
leſt you. | 
Louiſa, Oh, Sir ! you don't know the endleſs ma- 
lice of Lady Waitfort—ſhe will triumph jn my miſery, 
and, 'till my Lord is convinc'd of her duplicity, les 


no hopes of your brother's happineſs or my own. 
Enter PETER. 


Peter. Lady Waitfort is below Sir, enquiring for 
that Lady, or my maſter. 5 | 

Flor. For my brother | 

Peter. Yes, Sir, and my Lord has ſent to know if 
her Ladyſhip or Mr. Vapid has been here. He was in 
bed, but on receiviag a letter, got up, and will be 
here in an inſtant. \ | 

Louiſa. For Heaven's fake Mr. Florivelle, let me 
retire | cannot ſupport the conffict. 
| Flor. Promiſe to recall your ſpirits and you ſhall. 

Leuiſa. What I'can do I will 

Flor. Then know no apprehenſions, for on my life 
you ſhall not be diſturb'd. (Leads her to the door of the 
library and talks in dumb ſheau.) 

Vap. (from the cloſet) Peter, Peter, can't you releaſe 
me * 
Peter. No, Sir, don't move, you'll ruin every 
thing. TE 

Vap. en give me that candle—T've got a a 
and ink, and 1 think I can finiſh my L * 
Peter. Here Sir, (giving the candle.) 
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Fab. That curſt half line © Die all—die nobly ““ 
(Peter ſhuts him in.) . + 60a; 
Flor. (fits at table and drinks) ſo now the ſtorm. be- 
ins, and I'll have ſonie ſport with the enemy—here 
comes. 


Enter Lavy WAITTOoRr. 


Chairs Peter—chairs ! Sit down Ma'am, you honour 
me exceedingly. © | | 

Lady . Where's your brother Sir, I inſiſt on ſee- 
ing him. | | OT 


3, 


Enter Lonxẽ ScrarTcn. 


. Lord S. There ſhe is, in a man's. lodgings at mid- 
night ! here's treatment ? | | 
Lady V. My Lord I came here in ſearch of Louiſa, 
who has been betray'd from my power. 
Lord S. Look'ye my Lady read that letter, and 
2 ſay if we ſhan't both cut a figure in the print 
0 8. " 4 5 
| Lads V. (taking the letter.) Ha! *tis Willoughby's 
hand ! reads © Lady Waitfort, I have only time to 
tell yow is gone to Neville's lodgings, to meet a perſon 
| The has long had a paſſion for, follow: her and be con- 
vinced of her duplicity.” Oh the villain ! Well my 
Lord, and pray who is the man I came to meet. 
Lord S. Why who ſhow'd it be but the ſtage ruf- 
fian, if there was a ſopha in the room, my word on't 
he'd pop from behind 1t—Zounds that fellow will lay 
ſtraw at my door every nine months: 
Lady V. This is fortunate (afide) well Sir, if I diſ- 
cover Louiſa, I hope you'll be convinc'd I came here 
to redeem her—and not difgrace myſelf, Tell me 
Sir immediately, where ſhe's conceal'd, os 


| r 4 Fler. 
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For. Sit down ma'am, fit down—drink—drink 
then we'll talk over the whole affair—there is no do- 
ing buſineſs without wine—-come “ here's the glory of 
gallantry” I'm ſure you'll both drink that. 18 

Lady W. No trifling Sir, —tell me where ſhe is 
concealed, nay then l' examine the apartments my- 
ſelf—(goes to the door of the library) the door lock d, give 
me the key Sir ! 1 | 
Fur, (drinking.) The glory of gallantry! _ 

Lord ©. Hear me Sir, if the lady is in that apart- 
ment, I ſhall be convinc'd that you and your brother 
are the ſole authors of all this treachery if ſhe is there 
by the honour of my anceſtors ſhe ſhall be Willough- 
by's wife to-morrow morning. | 

Flor. (Rifing) Shall ſhe my Lord] pray were you 
ever in Italy? - | | 

ord H. nen ©... e et 

Fler. Becauſe Im afraid youv'e been bitten by a 
tarantula—you'll excuſe me— but the ſymptoms are 
wonderfully alarming ! there is a blazing fury in your 
eye, a wild emotion in your countenance, and a green 
{pot on your noſe. _ | i 
Lord S. Damn the green ſpot ! open that door 
immediate — I am a peer and have a right to look at 


every thing. ; Js 
Fuhr. (flanding before the. door) No Sir, this doar 
muſt not be open'd. 


Lord S. Then I'll forget my peerage and draw my 
words i; oo 4 2t ah © 

Flor, (To Lady Waitfort, who is going to interfert;) 
don't be alarm'd maam—l'l indulge him for my 
own amuſement—mear trout fiſhing to me ma'am—— 
come my lord, III give you a ſpecimen of foreign gla- 
diatorſhip, and you ſhall confeſs that Florivelle is the 
beſt fencer in Europe, don't be alarm'd. ma'am, come 
on. —(Louiſa ruſhes 155 the apartment.) 4 

Louiſa, Hold ! 1 charge you hold, let not my un- 
happy fate be the ſource of more calamities ! _ . + 

Lord $. Tis ſhe herſelf ! my lady did not come to 
meet the madman | .-- | 


Flor, By the lord I inx'am you've ruin d all. cw 
6. \ oy Louiſa. 
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Tauiſa. I know Sir, the conſequence of this diſeo- 
very and I abide by them but what I have done I can 
Jad and would to heaven all here could do the 

ame. 

Flor. Indeed I can't telI—I wiſh I was in Italy. 

Lord S. Mark me madam, nay tears are in vain, 
to marrow ſhall make you the wife of Willoughby, and 
he ſhall anſwer for your follies—no reply Sir, (to 
Florivelle, who is going ta ſpeak) I woudn't hear the 
lord chancellor. | e 

Lady W. Now who is to blame? Oh virtue is 
ever ſure to meet its reward! come to meet a mad 
poet indeed ! my lord I forgive you only on condition 
of your ſigning a contract to marry me to-morrow, 
and Loyiſa and Willoughby at the ſame time. 
Lord S. I will thou beſt of women !—draw it up 
unmediately, and Neville ſhall ſtarve for his treachery 

(Lady Waitſors goes to table and writes.) 

Louiſa. (falling at Lord Scratch's feet.) Hear me 
Sir, not for myſelf but a wrong'd friend I ſpeak—Mr. 
Neville knows not of my concealment, on my honor 
he is innocent. If that lady's wrongs be aveng'd con- 
fine the puniſhment. to me—VPI! bear it; with pati- 
ence 5 it. * * , 

Lord S. Let go—let go I ſay! my gorge is riſi 
again—lady Waitfort ak haſte n 
8 W. It only wants the ſignature —now my 
Lord. 

Flr, Look'ye my lord I- ſhe is the cauſe of all. 
this miſchief, and if you. are not loſt. IM 

Lord S. Out of my way—noiſe and nonſenſe !— 
don't fancy yourfelf in the Houſe of Commons? - 
We're not ſpeaking twenty at a time, here give me 
the pen— 'H ſign directly, and now, (As he ts going 
To fign, Vapid breaks china in the cloſet and ruſhes out with 

the Epilogue in his band.) 4645 N 
Va. Die all! die nobly ! die like demi Gods— 
_ Huzza! huzza ! huzza! tis paſt, tis done ! tis perſect. 
( jumps about the flage with extravagant tokens of joy.) 
Flor. Huzza! the mad poet at laſt, ſ% Him, who 
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Lady W. Confuſion ! tell me Sir immediately, what 
do you mean by this new infult ? - 

Vap. Die all! die nobly !—die like demi Gods! 
—Oh tis glorious I—ah, old Scratch are you there? 
Joy, joy! give me joy! I've done your buſineſs the 
work's paſt, che labour's o'er my boy? think of that 
maſter Brook, think of that, 

Lady V. My lord, Tm vilely treated, I deſire 
you'll inſiſt on an explanation. 8 

Flor. He can't ſpeak ma'am, (all this time paſt my 
Lord is ſlowly walking away) | by 
Lab MW. How !—are- you going to leave we my 
Lord ? 

Wap. (Taking out bis common place Boot,) Faith 
| this muſtn't be loſt—here's ſomething worth obſerv- 
ing. Re Fa 
Flor. Don't ſtop him ma'am -in every ſurrow of 
his angry brow is written © ſrailty, thy name is wo- 
man” — let him have his way. — See bow ſolemnly 


* 


he retires. 


[Exit Lord Scrateh. 


* 


Lady . Oh, I ſhalt burft with rage! Mr. You 
I defire you'll explain how you came in that cloſet ? 
why don't you anſwer me Sir ? 

Vap. Your pardon ma'am, I am taking a note of 
the whole affair---and yet Pm afraid, . - 
| Lady W. What are you afraid of Sir. 

Vap. That it has been dramatiz'd before ·ĩt is cer- 
tainly not a new caſe! — ire) 

Lady V. Inſupportable.! but I take my leave of 
you all- -I abandon you for ever---]---oh! I ſhall ga 
wild. é n 

Vas. Exit in a rage. b 

- Flor. Ay follow his lordſhip, © virtue is ever ſure to 
meet its reward. Now Mr, Vapid, pray tell us 
how you came in that cloſet ? | 

Vap. Upon my ſoul I can't—l believe the ſervant 
hurried me in on your approach, 


Flor. 


wy 
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Fhr. Then you didn't come to meet lady Waitſort ? 

Vap. I come to meet lady Waitfort !---no I came 
to read my Epilogue to Neville, and a wonderſul 
production it is---I1] read it to you“ The tyrant 
totters, and the ſenate nods” (walking about with great 
confidence.) | | 
. Louiſa, To what a ſtrange fatality of circumſtances 
has her character been expoſed ! but vice often finds 
its puniſhment for a crime never commited, when it 
eſcapes for thouſands it daily practices. 

Flor. Well Miſs Courtney, I hope your apprehen- 
fions are all at an end | | 

Louiſa. Les, Sir, I ſhall remain for the ſhort time 
neceſſary to prepare for my journey—and beg I may 
detain you no longer Im afraid | have already been 
a great intruder. | | | 

Flor. No---you have been the” occaſion of more 
bappineſs than ever I experienc'd, but you won't leave 
Bath till you have ſeen my brother. 

Louiſa. Oh | I have been cruelly deceived Mr. Flo- 
Hvelle, I have injured your brother ſo much that 
" tho? I wiſh, I almoſt dread to ſee him. | 
Fler. Then I'll go in ſearch of him, and if T don't 
reconcile you---come Mr. Vapid will you walk ? 

Vap. With all my heart! i 

Flor. (Taking Vapid by the band.) By heaven an 
honeſt fellow, and if all poets were like you, I'd be- 
come one myſelf—Miſs Courtney adieu, expect me 
to return. ; | 

Yap. Madam, good night, if I can be of any ſer- 
vice in the dramatic or any other way you may com 
nd me. ' | 
Flor. Ay, HI anſwer for him,, he would die to 
ſerve you. | 
Vas. Die to ſerve her !—ay die all! die nobly ! 
dic like demi gods, Lek, [Exeunt. 


ASP 
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SCENE An apartment at Lavy WartronT's, | 


Enter Lavy WartronT and LE rr. 


| Lady V. Mr. Vapid not come yet Letty? 
Letty, No, madam—but the ſervant who found him 
at the tavern, ſaid he would be here inimediately. _ 
Lady W. I proteſt I'm almoſt weary of them all— 
See who's there ? | 4 
Letiy. Mr. Vapid at laſt, now pray your ladyſhip, 
inſiſt on his explaining every thing to my lord. 
Lady W. Yes; but vilely as he has treated me, I 


„ he eaks;} -:.* 


Lady V. Walk in Sir, walk in. 

Yap. No mwvam—T'd rather ſtay here. 
| Lady V. U beg you'll walk in Mr Vapid. "i 
 Vap. (Enters pently.)——Pray be ſeated Sir, I have 
ſomething of 22 to impart to you. 

Vap. f 


Lady W. Indeed, Iwill not detain you a moment. 
V ap. "oP well ma'am, if that's the cafe, ( 
ſeating himſelf ) it's very alarming | (Afide.) 


Lady V. 


— ———— A—wä — 


d never have ventured, but in hopes of ſee- 
ing my dear Marianne. 
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Lady V. Letty, leave the room and faſten the 


door, | | 
Vap. No, no, (turning te Letty) don't ſaſten the 


door I beſeech you. 


Lady W. You're very much frighten'd Mr. Vapid! 
I hope you don't think I've any deſigns againſt you. 

Vap. I don't know really ma'am, ſuch things are 
perfectly dramatic. | 

Lady V. Well, but I releaſe you from your feats, 


.P11 tell you why I have given you this trouble—my 


buſineſs Mr. Vapid was to converſe with you on the 
farcical affair that happen d at Neville's. f 

Vap. Farci cal! 3 

Lady W. Ves, Sir, the farcical affair that hap- 
pen'd at Mr. Neville's. 1 

Vap. Farcical ! what my Epilogue ma'am ! I hope 
you don't mean to reflect on that! „ 

Lady W. No, Sir, far from it I have no doubt 
but it is a very elegant compoſition. 

Jap. Doubt! here it is read it — the very firſt 


n of the age] a regular climax of poetic 


uty ! the laſt line the ne plus ultra of genius. 

Lady W. But to be ſerious Mr. Vapid. 
Vap. Why I am ſerious—and PI! tell you Lady 
Waitfort=="T'is the laſt line of an Epilogue, and the 
laſt ſcene of a comedy that always diſtracts me—'tis 
the reconciliation of foven-arheres the difficulty. 


you find it ſo in real life I dare ſay ? 


Lady W. Yes, but Mr. Vapid, this affair concerns 
me exceedingly, and I wiſh to know what is to be 
I | ke! Md, | 
Lap. TI tell you write a play, and bad as it may 

fibly be, and I dare ſay *rwill be bad enough, yet 

ay tis a tranſlation from the French, and interweave 
a few compliments on the Englith, and my life on it 
does wonders—do it, and ſay you had the thought 


from me. | 3 
9 lad) W, 
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Lady W. Sir, do you mean to inſult me. | 
Vap. But only be cautious in your ſtyle, —women 
are in general apt to indulge that warm luxuriancy 
of ſancy they poſfeſs—but do be careful—be decent 
if you are not I've done with you. 
Lady W. Sir, III deſire you'll be more reſpeQful— 
I don't underftand it at all (ri/ng.). | | 
Vap. Then here comes one that will explain every 
thing. <3 
There's in her all that we believe of Heav'n, 
Amazing brightneſs, purity and truth, 
Eternal joy and everlaſting love.” 


Enter MARIANNE. 


Vap. My dear Marianne my ſweet little partner, 1 
rejoice to ſee you. FN 
Mar. And my dear ſweet Mr: Poet, I rejoice to 
ſee you! ö 2 3% 
Lady VW. Proyoking ! hay'nt I told you a thouſand 
times not to break in upon me when Iam alone. 
Mar. Alone! My Lady, do you reckon Mr. Vapid 
nobody then. vo - 14 = 
Lady V. Suppoſe I ſhou'd, what is it to you! 
Mar Then I have no notion of your nobodies—I 
Fu thought them harmleſs unmeaning things but 
Mr. Vapid's not ſo very harmleſs either—are you Mr. 
Vapid 2 e N 
; ap. Indeed ma'am IT am not. . | 
Mar. There now I told you ſo— upon my word 
you rely too much on your time of liſe - you do in- 
deed—you think becauſe you're a little the worſe for 
wear, you may truſt, yourſelf any where - but you're 
miſtaken - you're not near ſo bad as you imagine —nay, 
nay I don't flatter, do I Mr. Vapid. N 
ap. Indeed ma'am you do not. 1 
Lady V. Look ye Miſs—your inſolence is not to be 
borne—you have been the chief cauſe of all my per- 
plexity ! | | 
Mar. Nay aunt, aw ſay that ! 


* 


Lady M. 


—— 


— — ꝶ́——— 


| do ſpeak:to her Mr. Vapid, tell her 0 
monks 


- Lady W. No matter, your behaviour is ſhameful, 


- and it is bigh time I exert the authority of a relation 


=—you are a diſgrace to me—to yourſelf and your 
friends—therefore I'm determin'd to put into execu- 


tion a ſcheme have long thought of. 


Mar. What is it? ſomething pleaſant I hope. 
Lady W. No, but you ſhall retire to a convent, 


till you take poſſeſſion of your fortune. 


Mar. A convent! Oh Lord ! I can't make up my 


mind to it, now don't, pray don't think of it—l declare 
- Its quite ſhocking ! b 


Lady W. It is a far better place than you deſerve— 


my reſolution is fix'd, and we ſhall ſee whether a life 


of ſolitude and auſterity, will not awaken ſome ſenſe 
of ſhame in you. + 7 
Mar. Indeed I can't bear the thoughts of it—Oh 
Sat the naſty 
now do—A convent ! mercy ! what a check to 
the s Oh I can't-bearit. (Weeping) 
op. Gad here's a ſudden touch of tragedy—pray 
lady Waitfort, reflect, you can't ſend a young lady to 
a convent while: the theatres are open—ſee it will 
break the poor girl's heart Don't weep ſo Marianne! 
Mar. 1 can't help it—it will be the death of me 


pray my dear aunt. 


lady W. Not a word— Fm determin'd to- mor- 

. row you ſhall leave this country, and then I have done 

with you forever. X 
Mar. Oh, my poor heart ! 

Yap. See, ſhe'll faint Pt 
Mar. Oh, oh! ( faints in Lady Waitfort's arms.) 
Lady W. Oh! I have gone too far, what's to be 
done? | | | 

Jap. Some relief immediately, or ſhe'll expire, 
where ſhall I fly, I'Il call the ſervants. 

Lady W. No, *twill be too late I have ſome drops 
in the next cloſet may recover her—hold her a mo- 
ment, and for heaven's ſake take care of her. [Exit. 


— 


4 Marianas lies in V apid's arms.) 
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Poor girl! how I pity her! I really loved' 


Did you really love me Mr. Vapid ?. 


Hey day recoyer'd ! here's incident ! 


But did you really love me Mr. Vapid. 
Yes, I did-—-what ſtage effect! 


And wou'd you have really run away with 


. Vapid? | 
Ves, I really wou'd—a new fituation ! 
Ihen come along this moment. 

. Huſh! here's the old Lady ! keep 
and well effect the buſineſs—more equi- 


(Re-enter Lady Wait ſort.) 


— 


dying as 


Lady W. Well Mr. Vapid, how does ſhe do now ? 


Lord ! She's in ſtrong convulſions ! 


Vap. Yes, ma'am, ſhe's dying! where are the 


drops ? 


Lady V. Here Sir! | | 
' Vap. There are very few—are there any more of 
the ſame kind ? 
Lady V. Yes Sir, plenty ! | 
Vap. Fetch them—'tis the only hope—if you have 
any bartshorn too, bring a little of that—our feelings 
will need it all. | 
Lady V. Very true Mr. Vapid—l declare to you 


I'm quite ſhock'd ! 
Well, 


Mar. 


Mar. What do you fear? 


Vap, That it can't be managed let me ſee- we 


Mr. Vapid—now let's run a 
come—why what are you thinking of ? 
Vap. My laſt ſcene—and I fear! 


Exit. 


certainly run away, and ſhe returns — faith I muſt ſee 
her return. 


Mar. No, no, 


another time, 


F3 


pray let us be Zone, think of this 


Vap. l i 


w ay 93 
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Vap. So! will, it will do for the fourth tho' not ſor 
the fifth aQ—therefore my dear little girl come away, 
and we ll live and die together! 

Mar. Die together! | 

Vap. Ay, die all! die nobly ! die like demi Gods! 

| 8 | [Exeunt* 


Enter Lavy WartyorT, (with two large ſmelling 
Bottles. | 


Lady V. Here Mr. Vapid, here's the drops What 

'Fone, mercy on me !—but no matter I wrong myſelf 
to think of her, PII follow my Lord, and if he ftill 
avoids me, PIl have done with them all for ever 
ruin'd by a time-killer !—by a writer of Epilogues ! 
—OQOh ! I ſhall burſt with diſappointment. Exit. 


8 CEN EA. apartment in Neville's Houſe. 


Enter Louis CounTtuer. 


Leuiſa. Still in the ſame houſe, yet ſtill afraid to 
meet him—Oh Neville ! my ſuperior in every thing! 
how can I hope for yeur forgiveneſs? While you re- 
vealed an affeQion it had done you credit to deny, I 
3 a paſſion I might have been proud to con- 
619. 


Enter VayiD and MARIANNE. 


Mar. Oh, Miſs Courtney, my ſweet Miſs Court- 
ney! Mr. Vapid has run away with me, and I'm ſo 
frightn'd for ſear of Lady Maitſort. 

* Louiſa. Yes, She may well alarm you ſhe has deſ- 
troy'd my peace for ever! but have you ſeen Mr. 
Neville? Yet why do I aſk ? - . 

Vap. Seen Mr. Neville? What does'nt he yet kno 
you are in his lodgings? ; 3 i 

Lou ſa. No, and I hope never will, the moment his 
brother returns, I ſhall ſet out for my uncles, and 
perhaps never ſee him more! 

Yap, And why not ſee him Madam. 


— 


Lou. 


) 
£ 
F 


ls 


. 
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te, Becaufe I cannot bear the fight of one I 
ſoi 


have ſo injured ! | 

Fap. "This will do, this will do—mutual equivo- 
que ! equal miſunderſtanding! my own caſe exactly. 

Mar. Your own caſe Mr. Vapid ! Lord you baſe 
man l have you got a young lady in your lodgings. © 
Vaßp. Ridiculous !—don't talk about your ladies, at 
ſuch an awful time—the very ſituation in my come» ' 
dy !—the laſt ſcene to a ſyllable—here's an opportu- 
nity of improving the denouement. | 


Enter Paras. 


Peter. Ma'am, my maſter is return'd—the occaſion ' 
of this delay has been a long interview with Mr, Wil- 
loughby—he doesn't know you are here. F 

3 Marianne excufe me, you'll be ſafe from 
Lady Waitfort here Indeed I'm very ill. 

Mar. Nay, where are you going g 

Louiſa, Alas ! any where to avoid him.— Farewell! 
and may you enjoy that happineſs I have for ever loſt. 

Sa N Exit. " 

Mar. Poor dear girl ! I muſtn'tleave her bag 
Mr. Vapid, we won't run away till ſomething is done 
for her. * 
Vap. Go—there's a good girl follow and comfort 
her. 

Mar. Twill. Lord, if they muſt be happy in be- 
ing friends again, what muſt 1 be who make them ſo. 
[Exit after Louiſa.) | 

Vap. The picture before me f all from nature. I 
muſt heighten his diftreſs—for contraſt is every thing. 
Peter, not a word for your life. [Give bin a lap on 
the cheek.] Not one word, you dull dog. | 


—_ 


Enter Neville, 

New. 4 ah I'm glad to ſee you! Any letter from 
my brother | | 
Peter. No, Sir. 


F Neu 


<( 6 ) 


New. Nor meſſage ? 

Peter. No, Sir, 

Nev, Then I need doubt no longer — tis evident he 
ayoids me. Cruel ungenerous Florivelle. 

ap. [Leaning over his chair.) Miſs Courtney 


| will never ſee you again! 


Nev. I know 1t—too well I know it—that and that 


only makes me determine to leave this country for 


e , 
Jap. You are unhappy then. 
Nev. Completely ſo ! g 
Vap. Then Rop. [Sits 9 2 him. 4 She was a divinity, 
Harry! 
Nev. An angel! | 
| Yap. And thus to loſe her! | 
Nev. S'death, don't - torment me; [rifing.] my 
griefs are already beyond bearing ! - | 
Yap. It will do—he's as unhappy as! could wiſh. 
Peter. I can hold no longer, Sir! 
Vap. 3 you damn d dog ! you'll ruin the ca- 
ta 
Peter. I don't care—Tl! tell him every thing—Sir 


Mr. Neville. 


Va. [Taking hold of Peter and leading him forward. ] 


Hayk'ye, you villain ! do you ever go to a play ? Do 


you ever ſit in the gallery ? 

Peter. Yes, Sir, ſometimes. 

Vap. Then know this is all for your good—youl 
applaud this ſome day or other, you dog, - Curſe it, 
won't he be happy enough by and by. 85 you 


are going abroad, Neville? 


New. Ves, for ever l Farewell, Vapid ! 
Va. Farewell, Neville]! Good night. Now for 
the effect ! Miſs Courtney is in the next room. 

New. What! 2 

Lap. Miſs Courtney is in the next room. 

Nev. Louiſa ! Is it poſſible? 

Vap. There's light and ſhade.—Yes, your brother 


brought her here, _ the W n him to return ev'ry 
moment, | | 


New. 


\ 
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Few. My brother! Then 'tis he means to mar 
her—nay, perhaps they are already married —Hea- - 
yens ! I ſhall go wild! 3 
Va. Don't go wild that will ruin the denoue- 
ment. 5 

New, No matter — Tm reſoly'd, Pl bid her fare- 
well for ever. Vapid, 'tis the laſt favour I ſhall aſk of 
you, give her this letter, and tell her, ſince I have 
reſented Willoughby's attack upon her honour, I think 
I may be allowed to vindicate my own, ſtill great as 
have been my faults, my truth has ftill been greater, 
and wherever I wander— | 

Vap. Here's a flourſh now. Why you miſun- 
bs pſec is not married, nor going to be mar- 
ried. 

New, Come, this is no time for raillery. 

Vap. Raillery! Why I am ſerious—ſerious as the 
laſt a&t—Zounds ! go to her, preſerve the unity of 
action; marry her directly, and if the cataſtrophe 
does not conclude with ſpirit, why damn my comedy 
—damn my comedy, that's all. ; 

New. Would to heaven you were in earneſt, 

Vap. Earneſt—why there it is now—the women, 
dear creatures, are always ready enough to produce 
effect; but the men are ſo curſt undramatic—Go to 

her —I tell you go to her. Here is my lord and your 
brother with him. Come go to the lady—make as good 
an exit as you can. Iwo flouriſhes—that will do. 

| | Exit. 


Enter Lord ScChaTCH and FLORIVELLE. 


Lord F. That curſt dramatic maniac—if I ſee him 
ain— : 7 
Flir. My dear uncle, conſent to Harry's mar- 
Triage, and depend on't, he ſhall trouble you no more. 
Lord S. U tell you again, I will not. 
Flor. Will you give any hopes of future conſent? ; 
Lord S. By the word of a Peer, F will not. 


Yap. Maſter Brook, let me perſuade you— 
Lerd S. 


1— — 


fortune —he ſha 


— — — — — — — 
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Lord S. Flames and firebrands ! the fiend again! 
Jap. Give on conſent, and I'll give Neville a 


| have the entire profits of the differ- 
ent plays in which I intend to introduce yourſelf and 


the old Lady Hurlothrumbo 


Lord $. Oh, That I was nat a Peer! If I was any 
thing elfe, but thank heaven, Louiſa is more gverſe to 
the match than myſelf. | | 
Vap. Is ſhe ? Is 
Lord'S. Yes, ſhe knows his falſehood, and deſpi- 
ſes him. | 7s 
Vap. What, you are confident of it ? | 
Lord S. Out of my way, Sir, Pll not anſwer you, 


Til go take her to town directly. 


Yap. Stop, maſter Brook —ſhe's in that room. 
Lord S. Where, behind me ? . | 
Vap. Yes, there—there. (pointing.) Now for it 


What an effect! Oh, charming! 


Lord S. Opens the door, and diſcovers | Newille 
4 2 to Louiſa, and Marianna with 
1Rem. © 7 


Vap. There, Peter ! there's a cataſtrophe ! Shake- 
ſpear's invention's nothing to it! applaud it, you dog 
—applaud it—clap, Peter, clap. | 

Lord S. What are you at, you impudent raſcal, get 
out of the room. - | [Exit Peter. 
. Vap. I ſhould ſet this down, I may forget. 

Mar. He has a very bad memory—Lord, I hope 
he won't forget our marriage. ; 

' Nev, Oh, Louiſa, what am I to think ? 

Louiſa, That I have wrong'd thee Neville. 

Flor. My dear Harry, let this be my apology for 
not having ſeen you before. (Gives a deed) Miſs 
Courtney, ten thouſand joys ; and could I have found 
my brother, you ſhould haveſeen him ſooner. | 
Nev. Why here is a deed of gift for half your 


eſtate. 


Flor. I know it, but ſay nothing; when you gave 
we money, five years ago, did I ſay any thing : — 


1— 
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I forgot it as ſoon as it was over, and ſhould never 
have recollected at this moment, but for my Lord's in- 
humanity. Uncle, I thank you, you have made me 
the happieſt man alive. ; 
Lord F. Don't perplex me, what a compound of 
folly and generoſity. 
ar. Uncle- in-law, what are your feelings on this 
occaſion, as my aunt ſays. 333 | 
Lord S. Feelings ! I never knew a Peer have any. 
Mar. Didn't you. | 
Lord S. No, bur now I find the contrary ; I begin 
to think I've a heart like other men—it's better to a- 
tone for an error than perſiſt in one, therefore give me 
that deed, Neville. There Sir, (g bing it back ts 
Florivelle) do you think nobody has eſtates to give 
away but CO LO and her fortune are your's 
Mr, Neville, and aſter my death you ſhall have all 
mine---and now there's a curſt burden off my mind. 
Mar. Now you're a dear creature! and I won't 
marry---that's what I won't without conſulting you. 
Lord 8. You marry ? why ſhou'd you marry, and 
how came you here pray ? | 
Mar. A gentleman run away with me, he is now 
in the room. | [ts Tote 
Lord S. In the room! What Florivelle ? 
Mar. No, behind you (pointing 10 Vapid wha is 
writing at the tube.) | 
Lord S. Ghoſt's and ſpeQres ! my evil genius! 
Mar, Come my dear! hav'nt you almoſt finiſhed ? 
"Vap. (Rifing) Yes, the denouement is compleat, 
and now my dear [ reſign myſelf to love and you! 
Mar. Come, my good lord! pray give conſent, 
my huſband will get money tho' J have none. raf 
Lurd F. None! dare ſay he can tell you he will 
have twelve thouſand pounds in leſs than a year. 
Mar. Shall I? Then faith Mr. Vapid, we'll build 
a theatre of our own—you ſhall write plays and Pll 
at them. | 


Enter 


— 


— . ee Ce Gonna 
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Enter Exx ut. 


Enn. Tve an idea I give you joy Mr. Neville—l 
mean to kill time by living ſingle and therefore I hope 
the lady and the borough may be yours. . 

Mar. Mr. Ennui, I hope you'll pardon me and Sir. 
Harry Huſtle the fatigue we occaſion'd you. 

Enn. Don't mention it—yaw ! yaw !—the very 
recollection makes me faint—in fact my lord, I juſt 
met one of lady Waitfort's ſervants who tells me ſhe 
has left Bath in a 7% 

Fler. Tm afraid ſhe has eſcaped too eaſily. 

Lord S. Oh, damn her! neyer think of her—I 
can anſwer for ber puniſhment being adequate to her 

crimes—Willoughby has told me all her — onda and 
if ever I kear her name 3085 ; may I looſe my peer - 
age and be forced to dreſs like a gentleman, 

Enn. My lord! I've an idea! . 
' Vap, Sir I beg your pardon; but really if you 
have an idea, IIl be much obliged to you if you'll ſpare 
it me for my comedy. | 

Enn. In ſact, I don't comprehend, I have read 
your die-all Epilogue, and 3k 

Vap. Oh then Sir, I don't wonder at your having 
ideas ! + bt | 

Enn. Sir, I ſhall expect ſatisfaQtion ! . 
Jap. SatisfaQtion ! Sir, if any one inſults me. III 
lick em on the ſtage Sir, that's my way. =; 763 
Lord S. Come, come never mind him, the poor 
fellow is always talking of what he never had—Ideas 
indeed! — but come my boy Neville, may you be as 


happy as I am—Im the happieſt Peer alive and 
when I die. 4 


-* 


'- Flor, Ay, Tl anſwer for his happineſs by my own 


— Miſs Courtney, notwithſtanding my brother; I 
will ſtill live in your eye, die in your lap—and be _ 
rie 


*. 
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ried in your heart, and moreover I will fray with — ＋ 
both in England, and never return to TE again. 
Lou, Yes Florivelle, | 


« And thus behold what ev'ry hour ſhall prove 
© That real happineſs is—mutual love. 


F I N 1 8. 


* 
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E FP 1 L OO UE. 
Spoken by VA PID 
G 41D fo, Tu e wags have All me out, on | 
But why ? my farts to ſcribble, not to ſpout," © 


T cou'd write Epilogues for all who feek 'em, - + 
But may my play be damn'd if 11 peak en, | 


Die all, die nobly ! that's the plan my boys, 2 


Fun, fire and pathos—metre, mirth and noiſe ! - - 
To make you die wth laughter, or-the bicups, 14 
Tickle your favourites, or ſmack your tea=cups, :- » 
Vapid's the Han - have at you great and fmall, . + - 


Here will I land, and dramatize you all.  - 


Come forth my javelin (pulls: out a peneil) ride the 
aſtoni ſid thwn, + | 

Say, fhalld out you up or write you down ? 

Nay never tremble, gent nor flink away, 

*Tis what wwe authar: ſuffer every day 


Stop that thin gemmy in the thickſet coat, 


H m with the towel underneath his throat, 

Af o tied up he plays theavilling fool, 

PII hung him up at once to r dicule, f 

And you my little madam in the bonnet © 

Don't flinch—PII have you down depend upon it g 
While thus ſo furbelow'd a ſcreen you heep,, 


Not one behind can get a fingle peep ; 


Sh bod when my play appears what work there ll le, 
What an overflhwing Houſe methinks I ſee? 

Here box-ſeaper are theſe my places .-, 

Madam Van Bulk bas taken ali that row, 

Found: ! how you ſqueeze! of what, d ye think one made is, 
#;this your wig, Cir ? 2 it's that there Lady's, - 
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Then the fide boxes,---what delightful rows, 
| Beers, faeta, nabulu, Fewws,.and prentice beau ;——" 
| Alderman Cramp a gouty rich old cit, © _ 
| With his yung bride ſo lovingly will fit, 
Mlle a gay rake who ſees the happy pair, 
' x A bliſs ſo wonderful reſolves to are; 
| He whiſprrs Madam, you've a charming ſpouſe, 

So neatin limb, and then ſo ſmooth in breavs, 
Sir, I don't underſtand you——— what ſay drve ? 
| Nothing my duck Id only dropt my glode, 
| To-morrow at the fruit-ſhop—w/ll you come? 
| At twelve o'Clock---lord Sir, how you preſume, 
| Who's that ſcroudges ?--=you ſhan't ſhove my wiſe, 
Ihe her I good joke upon my life. 
Leave him to me---how dare you thus to treat me ? 
J dare do any thing, if you'll but meet me, 
Me meet a man -I fhoud'nt have thought of ye, 
At twelve indeed—l can't get out till 1290. 
Then all the parties whether pleas'd or not, 
Turn towards the flage, and muſe upon the plot, 
To catch the author at ſome that or therefore, 
And prafſe or damn him without why ar wherefore, 
If ſuch friends cheriſ, or. ſuch foes Hal, | 
Who knows, even my Comedy may. fail. 
Shou d then my writing, prove but time miſpent. 
O, may I adt to pleaſe, and I'm content. 
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